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The Four Freedoms
RESIDENT RoosEVELT's Wash-

P ington's Birthday address was

carefully scrutinized by editorial
writers and columnists. They directed attention to the President's
portrayal of the vastness of the
war theater in which we find ourselves, to his slap at American
rumor-mongers and poison-peddlers, and to his supreme confidence in ultimate victory. But we
failed to note comments on what
seems to us a most significant
statement in that address. Said
the President:
The Atlantic charter applies not
only to the parts of the world that
border the Atlantic, but to the whole
world; disarmament of aggressors,
self-determination of nations and
peoples, and the four freedomsfreedom of speech, freedom of reli-

T H E

EDITORS

gion, freedom from want, and freedom from fear.

, We were disturbed in particular by the President's denotation
of the four freedoms. It would
obviously be unfair to infer from
his denotation of these freedoms
that he may not have had in
mind and does not wish to safeguard other freedoms which are
dear to American citizens. Yet,
considering that the address was
delivered in a very grave moment
of American history and that it
was heard round the world, we
must assume that his words were
chosen with deliberate foresight
and with a definite purpose. If
our hunch is right, then certain
observations seem pertinent.
A comparison of the four freedoms enumerated by the President with those referred to in the
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Bill of Rights, shows a difference.
The Bill of Rights guarantees
freedom of religion, of speech, of
the press, and of assembly. The
President mentioned freedom of
religion (this, by the way, was
not mentioned in the Atlantic
charter) and freedom of speech,
but for freedom of the press and
freedom of assembly he substituted freedom from want and
freedom from fear.
We know that in the past nine
years the concept of freedom from
want has been a corner stone in
the President's political theory,
and we can fully appreciate that,
with Axis submarines prowling
along the shores of our Atlantic
and Pacific shorelines, freedom
from fear has assumed great proportions in his thinking. We
know, too, that since the days of
the framers of the Bill of Rights
the word "freedom," as a political
concept, has, in the writings of
Ralph Waldo Emerson, Alexis
dt:: Tocqueville, H. D. Thoreau,
Abraham Lincoln, Walt Whitman, Karl Marx and Friedrich
Engels, Henry George, Edward
Bellamy, G. B. Shaw, John Dewey,
and other noted contributors to
political and social theory, undergone a variety of meanings. But
we question whether freedom of
the press and freedom of assembly
were ever passed over with such
complete silence as they were in
the President's recital of the vari-

ous freedoms we are defending.
We are concerned. Is it coming
to pass that freedom of the press
is on the way out? Must we infer
that the present censorship of the
press has assumed absolute control over what may, or may not,
be published for public consumption? Are the 600 press agents in
Washington so completely at the
mercy of the President that they
may only report what he says but
may no longer interpret? And
why did the President omit freedom of assembly? Does it mean
that Americans, though they may
continue to elect men for their
representative assemblies, must
vote for such representatives only
as Washington approves?
We are persuaded that the
President is sincerely desirous to
preserve our democracy, and we
implore God to sustain him in
these crucial times. But we shudder at the thought that the present turmoil may result in a termination of freedom of the press
and freedom of assembly. We are
skeptical also about achieving
freedom from want and freedom
from fear even though we win the
war. We shall be able to face the
future less fearfully if, regardless
of the outcome of the war, we
shall have salvaged, in addition
to freedom of religion and freedom of speech, also freedom of
the press and freedom <.;{ assembly.

_ _ _I
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Public Complacency
HERE has been criticism of
late in official circles of the
general public's attitude toward
the war. The people have been
criticized for spending their money on all sorts of electrical gadgets. The housewives have been
chided for putting away a few
extra bags of sugar. From day to
day rumors are spread about the
rationing of items other than
autos and tires and sugar. Last
summer the country was collecting old aluminum ware only to
be told that it could not be used
anyway. Then there was the notorious flash-in-the-pan warning
about gasoline. Now we are told
that wool, fats, soaps, etc., will
soon be rationed. We have seen
pictures of store-windows filled
with sacks and bags of sugar and
placarded, "All the sugar you
care to buy."
All this does not spell complacency on the part of the general
public, but it does spell confusion
and inefficiency on the part of
those whose duty it is to manage
our home-front economy. It gives
the reason for the startling statement of Senator Tydings on the
Senate floor on February 13,

T

This government is an overgrown
monstrosity from top to bottom, an
extravagant, wasteful bureaucracy in
the midst of this whole war prosecution, and every senator knows it.
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How can any sane American
expect the common people to be
serious about a situation when
the appeal for saving on their
part is offset by examples of governmental waste, by examples of
exorbitant wages paid on defense
construction projects, by the example of a nightclub dancer being paid $4,600 a year in the
O.C.D., etc.? How can the housewife be persuaded not to lay aside
a little extra sugar when she
learns that the sugar situation
cannot be so bad if there is plenty of sugar and molasses for the
liquor industry? How can the
man in the lower income bracket
be convinced of the wisdom of
lowering the exemption to $7 50
and $1500 when he hears that it
costs the government almost as
much to collect the tax from this
group as it receives from it? And
then, to top it all, the Treasury
Department wants to spend an
enormous sum for a Donald Duck
propaganda film that is intended
to sugarcoat the pill.
The answer is very simple: the
general public will fall in line
quickly enough if our officialdom
will set the example of efficiency
and economy and seriousness as
to the huge task confronting our
country. Let there be an end to
kicking the public around. The
common people are giving up
their sons for service without com-
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plaint. They can be counted on
to meet any and all privations
that may be necessary; but let the
officials create no irritation and
distrust by omitting to do their
full share as responsible leaders
and exemplars. Remember the
age-old proverb, Like shepherd}
like flock.

"I See By
Hw

the Paper"

ERE it left tO one tO decide
whether we should have
a government without newspapers, or newspapers without a
government, I should not hesitate a moment to prefer the latter." So wrote Thomas Jefferson,
champion of democratic government. Perhaps Americans ·are not
ready to put so high a premium
on newspapers. Perhaps, too, most
Americans do not subscribe to
the observation-probably made
facetiously-of the late Will Rogers, "All I know is what I read in
the newspapers." For most of us
still believe that we can gain some
knowledge also from hoary volumes in the library, articles in
the Britannica} magazines (including THE CRESSET) , newsreels
and pictures, lectures, government and private reports and information services, from novels
which the congenial editor of this
journal asks us to review, and
from cultured ladies and gentle-

men with whom we have the privilege to associate. Yet considerations such as these that in 1940
the average daily circulation of
newspapers in our country was
41,103,447, that the average urban family read one and one-half
newspapers daily, and that the
average reader of newspapers
spent from fifteen to forty-five
minutes a day with them, compels us to assume that newspapers
play a tremendously significant
part in American civilization. We
know, too, of some folks who
fully share Will Rogers' observation.
As to the radio, the chief modern competitor of the newspaper,
most of us do not find it convenit:nt to listen to it, at least not
with any degree of regularity.
Even if we did, we still trust the
printed page more than the voice
coming over the air. Besides, we
can, if we so wish, preserve for
future reference what we read,
but not, unless we are expert
stenographers, what we hear over
the radio. And since we all have
a fondness for pictures, cartoons,
and comic strips, we are held, at
least until television comes into
its own, to look for them in printed materials, particularly in newspapers. And whereas, finally, the
radio is occasionally out of commission, the newspaper never fails
us. It comes to our homes as regularly as the milkman and the

I
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meter-reader. It lies on our front
steps every morning, neatly folded and, in case of bad weather,
dressed in a slick wax-paper jacket. All we do is to tell Jimmie to
fetch it and to lay it next to our
plate on the breakfast table. As
we tie our shoe-strings, we scan
the headlines and the weatherreport. As we sip our coffee, we
quickly glance over newsy items
on the first page, then hurriedly
turn to the last page and look for
our favorite comic. After a strenuous day's and evening's work,
our last pleasant task before retiring is to sink into the most
comfortable armchair, light a cigar, and carefully "go over" the
paper, column for column, with
a scissors at hand to clip what we
intend to preserve.
Frankly, the American "daily"
ranks among the foremost gifts
which we are privileged to enjoy.
Apart from entertaining us with
human interest stories, feature
articles, and comics; apart from
interpreting for us local, national, and foreign affairs; apart from
advising us where we can buy
commodities at savings; apart
from its useful directories, it performs the notable service of keeping us from becoming romantic,
from building up false worlds
within ourselves. However sweet
our dreams of the night before
may have been, and however anxious we may be to preserve their

5

memories, the morning newspaper, perhaps more so than any
other single factor, compels us
to forget them. It unmercifully
brings us face to face with cold
facts and stark realities and presents to us a picture of the world
as it is. Whether we live highly
isolated lives in a small circle of
acquaintances, or whether we occupy conspicuous and prominent
positions which daily bring us in
contact with a large number of
people and with many and varied
activities, we all meet problems
and we all erect ideals. But the
solution of many of these problems stands in inverse ratio to the
degree of reliability and the number of factors which comprise
them. Likewise many of our
ideals are attainable only in the
degree in which the bases on
which they rest are trustworthy.
To the extent, therefore, to which
newspapers offer us reliable and
rich information of what is happening in the world-and we
maintain that newspapers are seriously trying to supply such information-to that extent do they
assist us in satisfactorily solving
many of our problems and attaining many of our ideals.
This significant contribution to
American civilization obviously
imposes on newspapers in times
such as these a fearful responsibility. Though Americans expect
that they rigidly observe the re-
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strictions placed on them by censorship regulations and respect
whatever information the President divulges in his press conferences, American citizens have a
right to expect also that the newspapers, which they support, will
report as truthfully as is humanly possible whatever news they
may be permitted to publish. No
American wishes to live in a false
world, a world as false as that in
which the Germans now live, and
of which a contributor to The
Annals of The American Academy of Political and Social Science said in the January issue,
Because of the Hitler doctrine of
using information for political and
military purposes, and because of
the skillful application of this doctrine by the Reichsministerium fur
Volksaufkliirung und Propaganda
the New Order lives in a false world
built of half-truths and lies.

This responsibility of the
American newspaper becomes all
the greater for the reason that
many widely current magazines
are dependent for their news on
what is published in the "dailies"
by the Associated Press, the United Press, the International News
Service, and by a host of special
correspondents of large newspapers.
"I see by the paper." We trust
that in these critical times "which
try men's souls" no American
need hesitate to trust the relia-

bility of the news communicated
to the American people by the
daily papers. At no other time in
the history of our country has the
American newspaper been confronted by a greater responsibility, a greater opportunity for
patriotic service, and a greater
challenge. May it gloriously rise
to the occasion!

The Riom Trials
history's card index file of
men and events one can easily
and surely find drama, but not
drama of the sort that is going on
these days in that ancient French
town of Riom. These weeks scarlet-robed judges of the Supreme
Court of France are trying Edouard Daladier, Maurice Gustave
Gamelin, Leon Blum, Guy la
Chambre, Pierre Cot, and Pierre
Ja comet, once the mighty of a
proud nation. In that group of
men on trial there are two premiers, an Allied generalissimo,
some cabinet ministers. What
these men have to say will be
studied and meditated on for
years to come. Their testimony
might offer a clue to that perennially fascinating problem: the
rise and decline of a nation.
How shall one comment on
these events in Riom? Surely, comment is in order. Shall one talk
about the principals involved?

I
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Or, shall there be learned palaver
with a mixture of journalistic
gossip about the ethics of a trial
in which the guilt of the victims
is presupposed?
Possibly all that one can do is
shake the head and mutter the
trite line, "How the mighty have
fallen!" Just yesterday cheering
women were throwing roses at
Daladier on his return from Munich. Just the other week Blum
was hailed as the leader of a new
kind of democracy. And wasn't it
the day before yesterday that
Gamelin's sharply cut features
appeared in every newspaper and
pictorial magazine of our land?
"Ah yes, uneasy rests the head!"
we murmur.
Who is guilty? The Riom trials
will establish some sort of technical guilt even though Gamelin
angrily refuses to implicate the
army. (There is honor left in
France!)
"'Till the trial bring out the disturbing fact that Marshal Petain
was Minister of War in 1934, that
he was Commander in Chief of
the Army from 1923 to 1931 and
inspector of defense from 1931 to
1934? Hardly. One of the defendants may shout this bit of information in a flurry of anger; but
the information will never, we
are sure, be entered on the court
minutes. Nor will anyone offer
the evidence that Blum received
9,000,000 votes and that the

_/ I__

9,000,000 voters wanted a fortyhour week while on the other
side of the Rhine an ex-paper
hanger was deliriously demanding more armament. It would be
ridiculous and physically impossible to try 9,000,000 people. How
does one go about that? And no
one will bring up those murmurs
and whispers about immorality
in high places.
Of course! There you have it.
There are not two men or ten
men, or premiers, or generals, on
trial at Riom. A nation is on
trial. What was wrong with the
Third Republic? Were the ideas
back of the republic unsound?
Shall a nation suffer for the sins
of its leaders?
Watch those trials. Study the
evidence minutely and with a
good deal of heart-searching.
"'Jhat is happening in this village
on the Ambene River might be
the clue to what ails the democracies in other lands.

Sobermindedness in
Wartime
always brings in its train
certain amount of fear,
confusion, bewilderment, hysteria, recrimination, suspicion, and
other evils that only add to the
burdens of society already shaken
out of its usual orbit. And it is
always refreshing to see someone
AR

Wa
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who is keeping his head while all
about him people are losing
theirs. For this reason we applaud
the editorial published some
time ago in a small-town weekly
(Frankenmuth Weekly News) by
Edmund Arnold and gladly pass
it on to the readers of THE CREsSET, who, we are confident, will
read it with appreciation.
The headlines of this issue of the
News are little different from those
of any previous week. Right next to
us there is one about the new post
office; over a couple of columns there
is one about the Wheatridge tuberculosis sanatorium; down a little
lower is a feature on coffee making.
Contrasted with the screaming
black banners on metropolitan dailies, this may seem insipid fare.
Where others shriek the dramatic
terror of war, we shall tell the simpler tale of homes and everyday
life, of the slow labors whereby men
and women here are moving in a
consecration of construction.
This is no ostrichlike dismissal of
war by refusing to recognize it. We
· are in the midst of a terrible struggle. The sacrifices that this nation
must make will be made by this
community, too.
As it directly affects Frankenmuth,
Mich., shall we record the war. Other, abler journalists shall chronicle
the swift march of the juggernauts
of slaughter.
And when this struggle is over,
that history that we've written will
not be one to be lightly dismissed
as trivial.

For war will be fought; treaty will
be signed and war fought again.
Tojo, Konoye, Hirohito will rise and
die and other aggressors will usurp
their places in history. Roosevelt,
Hull and Marshall will resist, but
the torch will be handed down to
other heroes as yet nameless.
But babies will be born; homes
will be built; marriages will be
made. Infants will be baptized; children will go to school; youth will
grow into man's estate. Rains will
fall; crops will grow; men will harvest them. These things will go on
and on. The simple tale of these doings will never be broken.
This, then, is the history that will
spell the greatness of a nation; these
are the tales that spring from the
soil of America and make it hallowed ground.
This is the history we propose to
write during the black months that
lie ahead.

By-Products of the
New Order
Germany has condemned
millions of Europeans to abject slavery. Official figures issued
a few months ago show that no
less than 1,667,400 men and 472,100 women are being forced to
work for pitifully small pay to
help keep Hitler's mighty war industries going at full blast. Conquered Poland has been compelled to provide more than a
million serfs. There are 121,000

N
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laborers from Belgium and 93,000
from Holland. Many thousands
have been taken from France.
Italy, now completely under Hitler's heel, has contributed 271,000. Besides, there are upwards of
two million prisoners of war.
The Neue Zilricher Zeitung recently commented as follows:
Ruthless proceedings are taken
against foreigners who do not want
to understand their task and their
special role and who oppose the factory management. They are at once
taken by the uniformed works protective police to the frontier of their
home country and dumped across
the border. The same treatment is
meted out to women workers who
become pregnant; on principle the
firm refuses to burden itself with
small babies.

Describing the severe discipline
on which the German "overlords"
insist, the correspondent declared:
The works manager is a man of
about forty-five, wearing the uniform
of an S. S. Sturmbannfuhrer, and
is in sole control of this enormous
armament concern empl,o ying tens
of thousands of German and foreign
workers. Wherever he goes, he is followed by uniformed men. The foremen, the works police, the works fire
brigade, and the heads of the various
sections, who also wear S. S. uniforms, spring to attention when they
speak to him.

Such are some of the by-products of what Adolf Hitler and his
so-called Herrenvolk choose to

I_ _ _ __
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call a new order. Japan is striving
with all her might to bring about
a similar state of affairs in the
Far East.

Organized Pillage
from various parts of
Europe tell heartrending stories of the horrors of Nazi occupation. The food situation in Belgium and the Netherlands is said
to be terrible beyond description.
Thousands upon thousands of
Poles are starving to death; and
trustworthy observers have declared that during the month of
November, 1941, there were no
less than 450 fatalities every day
ir1 the Athens-Piraeus area. The
subjugated Greeks have been trying to exist on about one-tenth of
the calories commonly conceded
to be absolutely necessary for the
preservation of life.
There is a system of "official
rationing" in the Nazi-occupied
countries; but, as one commentator points out,

R
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it is typical that the official "rations"
are at their worst in the case of
Greece, where the Germans have
little to gain by keeping the population comparatively calm and contented, and appear almost nearly
adequate in Czechoslovakia, where
many of Germany's vital war industries are located and where excessive malnutrition could easily cripple the German war program.
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In Norway, where the Wehrmacht has established rest camps
for tired fliers of the Luftwaffe)
the airmen receive nearly one
pint of cream per day; but the
Norwegians themselves get little
or nothing. Many of the Poles
living in rural districts
have been reduced to boiling down
the bark of trees and the skins of
animals. The drama and tragedy is
augmented further by the fact that
Poland is essentially a self-supporting and agricultural community.

While the Nazi-enforced privations are taking an appalling toll
in the occupied lands, the German soldiers and the German
civilians are reported to be living
better than pre-war conditions
permitted. Organized pillage,
which masquerades as purchase,
has served the Germans well; but
men, women, and children who
have been brought under Hitler's
yoke are suffering hardships that
beggar description. In occupied
France, for example, the Nazi
forces have
vast sums of paper money abundantly furnished them by the Vichy government under the guise of paying
for the upkeep of the occupation
anny.

The soldiers of the W ehrmacht
buy livestock, butter, cheese,
fruits, and vegetables at what
seem to be high prices. In reality,
however, these articles of food
cost them nothing. Meanwhile,

there is not enough milk for the
little children in the Nazi-infested
land, the mortality rate among
boys and gir Is up to nine years
of age has increased at an alarming rate, and there has been a
great loss of weight among youths
of sixteen to twenty. According
to the Inter-Allied Information
Committee, one whole generation
of Europeans appears to have
been doomed because of Hitler's
thoroughly and brutally organized system of pillage.
Similar conditions will prevail
throughout the East if the Japanese Frankenstein is successful in
its determined attempt to rob
other nations of their rightful
property.

Books and Rationing
days those who
O readofnewthesebooks
will find that
NE

there aren't so many to read any
more. The flood of new books
will have dwindled into a trickle.
We have evidence from London
that the making (not the writing)
of books is not what it used to
be. The Bookseller offered a survey recently on the output of
books before and during the war.
The statistics are depressing. In
1937, 17,137 new books were
published; in 1939 the number
dropped to 14,094; in 1941 the
figure dropped to 7,581. Accord-

'
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ing to the survey, various departments suffered more than others.
Thus from 1939 to 1941 the decrease in the biography department was from 689 to 356, in education from 1,350 to 340, in fiction from 4,332 to 2,342, in religion from 763 to 446. There has
been a slight increase in some
categories, mainly in trade publications.
Those who say there are too
many books being published will
rejoice over these figures. On the
whole, however, the mental and
cultural health of a modern country can be partly judged by the
number of new books being put
out. This is not a final, all-em-

bracing criterion; but where new
books are plentiful, one can conclude that new writers are more
encouraged to keep at their work.
When rationing hits the book
trade, the logical thing is to encourage the old writers at the
expense of the new. Publishers
hate to gamble precious paper on
an unknown writer. In the end,
naturally, a cry will arise for
fresh talent. There might not be
any talent because a government
in mistaken zeal will have conserved paper. We hope this rationing of paper to book publishers will be less severe and evince
more understanding in our country.

Finale
Young Gibbs had lived ten lifetimes all in one
And still no furrows lined his youthful brow.
He had what he had wanted, what he wished was done;
He had a life to live and he knew how
To live it, so he said. Thus, unimpressed,
He mocked his friends' concern with mock regret.
There were no bounds that he had not transgressed
And Heaven sent no thunderbolts as yet.
At last the few who cared were pierced to see
The finished tapestry he spun of woes
Enclose him like a sombre shroud; and we,
We thought we heard the very devils play
His requiem with glee. But to this day
What followed only God in heaven knows.
JAROSLAV VAJDA

The

PILGRIM
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side."
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
B Y

0.

K R E T Z M A N N

Today we must pause to inquire into the reasons for this
strange madness. Why do men
hate each other? Why do the
councils of the great of the earth
calmly proceed to plan the killing of their fellowmen? To answer these questions in terms of
the demands for trade and territory, in terms of the personality
of dictators, in terms of the lust
for power, does not strike at the
heart of the problem. The answer is at the same time deeper
and more simple than that. If
you go out into Nature at dusk
you will find that trees, stones
and hills cast shadows which are
out of all proportion to the realities of the world and which will
give you, if you attend only to
them, a grotesque and utterly unreal picture of the realities behind these shadows. Something
like that happens in the history
of men with fearful regularity.
Under the accumulated burden
of fear upon fear and shame upon shame, the eyes of men turn

Where Lies Peace?
twenty years have come
and gone since America
paused for a moment to bury in
the national cemetery at Arlington the body of the Unknown
Soldier. Lost and forgotten in
life, he was to become in death a
perpetual symbol of the world's
hope and a silent messenger of
the world's peace. Near his tomb
men placed an eternal light. so
that his memory might live in
the grateful hearts of his countrymen. Today, twenty years later, the deep and grim shadow of
irony surrounds that light. Peace
is down and war is up. The
world is mad with fear and the
horizons of humanity are red
with blood. Twenty years after
the body of the Unknown Soldier found its last resting place,
it looks as though he had died
in vain. The golden hopes of the
world are once more torn by bullets and crushed by the trampling feet of the hounds of war.
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down and down and deeper down
until they see only the shadows
of the realities of God, the shadows which persuade them that
momentary panaceas and temporary plans and endless conferences
are going to heal the world's pain
and turn away the world's ruin.
There is no permanent hope in
that. All the history of men and
all the experience of the human
heart is against it. You cannot
heal a cancer by covering it with
bandages. You cannot remove
hate and fear and dismay from
the heart of the world by conducting a conference in Geneva.
You may postpone its final result,
but the realities are still herethe old envies, the old vanities,
the old fears-the stark and grim
reality of the sin-stricken heart
of man-man who will hate and
destroy and kill because there is
no peace in his own heart.
There is the answer-the only
answer which can stand up in the
light of eternity. Today it is time
for more of us to see it clearly
before it is too late. Much has
happened in the world since the
Unknown Soldier was laid to rest,
but nothing has come over our
days and our years which would
shake the deep and consuming
conviction that today, as seldom
before, the world must wait-not
for the man of the hour at the
program of the moment-but for
the God of the eternities and the
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plan of the ages. We have looked
around for help. Now it is time
to look up. We have tried to plan
a new world. Now it is time to
plan a new life. We have asked
ourselves what we want. Now it
is time to ask what God wants.
Far more than pacts and treaties
we need today the new promise
of an old peace-the voice of the
Eternal pouring itself into the
agony of life without God-the
last hope of a generation driven
to its knees by the overwhelming
realization that it has nowhere
else to go: "The peace of God,
which passeth all understanding
shall keep your hearts and minds
through Jesus Christ."

The Peace of God
peace of God I Here is the
T profoundest
need of our age.
HE

Often we may not be able to put
it into words, but we know it in
our hearts as we know nothing
else. Some years ago Bertrand
Russell summed it up in the following words: "Brief and powerless is man's life. On him and all
his race the slow, sure doom falls
pitiless and dark. For him, condemned today to lose his dearest, tomorrow himself to pass
through the gate of darkness, it
remains only to cherish, ere yet
the blow falls, the few hopes that
ennoble his little life." I cannot
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see how men can live and die on
that. There must be something
which will make them glad and
sure again, something to tell them
that their brief mortal life has
immortal meaning, something
which will substitute for their
deep dismay a peace and an understanding which the voices of
despair and doubt can never give.
The answer to this profound
need lies in the simple words
"The peace of God." On these
words rests the last unity of the
world, the unity which unites human hearts in a higher patriotism than men, unaided and
alone, can ever know,-the patriotism of the kingdom of God.
Peace-the peace which the world
cannot give-the peace which
passeth the understanding of
men-comes only from God. Long
ago He gave it to the hearts of
men through the obedient life
and atoning death of His onlybegotten Son, Jesus Christ, our
Lord. Through Him, God spoke
tv the hearts of men finally and
forever: "My peace I leave with
you." Yesterday, today, and tomorrow this was, is, and shall be
the peace which men need more
bitterly than anything else-the
peace of forgiven sin-the peace
of a heart redeemed by the blood
of the eternal Son of God-the
peace which rests forever and forever in the sure knowledge that
without the fear of any law or

command, your heart rests quiet
and still in the God-given, Spiritborn faith in the Prince of Peace.
We cannot remove hate and
blood and war from the world
while our hearts are at war with
God. We cannot stand united
in anything but the most transitory and fleeting concerns of our
brief interlude between the eternities, unless and until we stand
united in the blessed unity of
heaven, the majestic company of
the redeemed of God, bound together by a common hope, a
common love, and a common
faith in Him Who even today
holds in His Cross-torn hands the
last Peace of the human race.
United we stand in America
today! We stand united in a common devotion to America and a
firm confidence in her great destiny. This common devotion will
keep us united on the principles
of government and the ideals of
democracy for which our beloved
country stands. But not forever!
The hour will come when we
shall have to leave America to
take our places with the U nknown Soldier in the stillness of
death. As a minister of the Gospel and a servant of the Prince
of Peace I am today profoundly
and supremely interested in the
question: "What then?" Will ours
be the unity of faith and hope
which reaches beyond the flaming ramparts of the world to the
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far hills of eternity? There is no
more important question than
this. For this final unity and this
immortal peace the blood of the
divine Savior dripped into the
dust of Calvary and calls even today over a war-torn and hatedriven world to the restless hearts
of men. Behind and above the
broken dream of a world without
war and a humanity without
hate, rises the sure vision of the
eternal city of God where men
and women will stand united
forever. "These are they which
came out of great tribulation and
have washed their robes and
made them white in the blood
of the Lamb. They shall hunger
no more neither thirst any more.
For the Lamb which is in the
midst of the throne shall feed
them and shall lead them unto
living fountains of waters; and
God shall wipe away all tears
from their eyes."

God and Man

ALL life is an anteroom to that

last unity and that eternal
peace. Today the Unknown Soldier knows that. Tomorrow we
shall know it. And when all is
said and done, nothing else matters but to see the world and life
and time as God's own stairway
to the altar of the Prince of
Peace.
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Only when a man is at peace
with God can he be at peace with
men. By the singular mercy of
heaven this peace can come especially in days like these. The
story of man is crowded with men
and women who have found the
peace of God in days of bitter
darkness. There is Job standing
before the rna jesty of God, his
heart whispering "Though He
slay me, yet will I trust Him."
There is St. Paul, a prisoner of
another dictator, nearing the end
of the road: "Henceforth let no
man trouble me, for I bear in my
body the marks of the Lord
Jesus." There is our Lord Himself waiting for the scourge and
crown of thorns, turning His face
up to God in the utter surrender
of peace: "I have finished the
work Thou hast given me to do."
This is the peace which America
needs. Not running away from
trouble, but bearing it with God
and to God, whipping disaster
into blessing, and turning to Him
Who alone can make stars out of
darkness.
Strangely enough, this peace
also brings freedom. The men
who are today hurling Europe
into darkness are not free men.
They are driven men, pursued
by the furies of hate, fired by the
desire for revenge. It is only
when the human heart turns to
God that it becomes free-free
from the burden of sin, fn::e from
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the blasted load of hate, free to
think and act as God would have
them think and act.
For several centuries our blessed
country has stood for freedom.
If we are to keep it, we as individuals must straighten out our
relationship to God and then also to our neighbor. With the
peace of God in our hearts there
will be a new love for the man
who is walking the road of life
beside us; a new sympathy for
his needs; and a new respect for
the dignity and worth of the individual human soul.

If the younger generation in
America will take this road, we
can well face the future with undiminished optimism and courage. Free men and women who
have the peace of God in their
hearts cannot be permanently defeated by a dark and unbelieving
world. Momentarily it may seem
as though the forces of darkness
may be victorious. Momentarily
the lights of civilization may be
dimmed. But only momentarily!
The purposes of God are never
defeated permanently. His Will
shall be done.

To the Poet
Not when your heart is torn with fresh confusion
Nor in joy's random moment start your song,
Not in enthusiasm's brief illusion
Nor when black fury rages in you long!
But when the hurt of pain at long last flees,
When you can hear its dying epilogue,
And fortune has resumed her tranquil jogThen will God grant you richest harmonies!
A translation from the Slovak original by Vajansky
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A scientist describes a famed Colorado laboratory

Science Above the Clouds
By FRED E. D'AMOUR

the construction of the
Mount Evans High Altitude Laboratory some five years
ago, science, geographically at
least, reached an all-time high.
Perched on the boulder-studded
crest of Mount Evans, at an altitude of 14,200 feet, this laboratory offers facilities for high altitude scientific research which can
be duplicated nowhere on earth,
and many leading scientists from
American and foreign universities have availed themselves of its
conveniences.
Perhaps the story of how the
laboratory came into being is
worth telling. For several years
expeditions of scientists interested
in cosmic rays had laboriously
transported their equipment to
the summit and then spent comfortless days and nights making
and recording their observations.
One of these pioneers was Professor Joyce C. Stearns, of the University of Denver. One cold,
cheerless night, toes frostbitten,
sleet seeping through the walls of

W

the tent, and hard, jagged rocks
gouging into his shoulder blades,
he-quite understandably-wonderea whether the whole thing
was worth while. Deciding that it
was, he still felt something should
be done about it and dreamed of
a laboratory, not too luxurious,
not too large, but where, at least,
delicate equipment could be
housed and men's physical wellbeing receive at least elementary
consideration. A co-operative project was agreed to by the Massachusetts Institute of Technology
and the University of Denver;
and through the generosity of Mr.
John Evans, grandson of the Colorado pioneer for whom the peak
was named, his dream was finally
translated into reality.
Construction of the building
was not a simple matter. At this
altitude physical exertion in the
unacclimatized individual is nearly impossible. He suffers from
mountain sickness, which, as the
writer can attest, is no imaginary
ailment. His head throbs, his

ITH
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meals lack permanency, his condition is quite miserable. Once
acclimatized, however, one feels
so good it is almost worth all the
discomfort. Because of lack of
housing it was impossible to keep
a force of workmen on the summit while undergoing this conditioning process. It was, therefore,
necessary to do as much of the
work as possible at lower altitudes; the building was, therefore,
constructed in pre-fabricated sections in Denver, then transported
and erected on the summit. Other
problems connected with water,
fuel, and electric power supplies
also had to be solved. As finally
completed, the building consists
of two rooms, one equipped as a
laboratory, the other as living
quarters for the research workers.
Eight, or, with crowding, ten
men, can be accommodated.

ENERGY IN
CONCENTRATED FORM
s indicated above, the chief
interest which the laboratory
was intended to serve was that of
cosmic ray research. A detailed
discussion of the aims and outcome of such studies as conducted
iu this laboratory is outside the
scope of this article. The subject
is, of course, highly technical, and
many of the studies are not sufficiently complete to warrant conclusions. Suffice it to say that
these mysterious rays represent

A

energy in its most intense and
concentrated form. The fact that
cosmic rays may still be detected •
after penetrating a layer of lead
thirty-six feet thick (the equivalent of 1,500 feet of water) gives
some idea of the intensity of their
energy. One of their many interesting properties is their ability
to produce so-called cosmic ray
"showers," or "bursts," when
passing through thin layers of
such non-radioactive elements as
lead or aluminum. In other
words, their energy is transmitted
to the atoms of the material
through which they pass. This
phenomenon is obviously related
to the problem of the liberation
of atomic energy of which we
read much in popular scientific
literature in these days of war.
The question of the origin of
cosmic rays is a fascinating one,
but one which cannot yet be answered. They certainly do not
originate in the sun, the source
of our radiant energy. Certain
stars and constellations have been
suspected, but all portions of the
sky seem to send us the same
number of cosmic rays. However,
they do not appear to come from
beyond our galaxy.
In spite of their penetrating
power, cosmic rays, especially the
softer ones, are appreciably absorbed in passing through matter,
including the atmosphere, their
intensity being five times as great
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at an altitude of 14,000 feet as
at sea level. This, of course, explains the advantage of location
which the Mount Evans laboratory enjoys.
Certain applications of cosmic
rays to the field of biology have
also been investigated in this laboratory. It was here that the late,
great Dr. Victor Jollos carried out
extensive observations on the effect of cosmic rays in increasing
the rate of mutations, those apparently spontaneous changes in
genes and chromosomes which
give rise to the appearance of
new, hereditary characteristics.
Working with fruit Hies from a
strain in which the normal mutation rate was known, he found
that the rate was increased about
threefold at this altitude. (It was
while acting as nurse-maid to Dr.

Jolios'
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fruit Hies that the writer
unwillingly established the record
of subsisting for three days on
one can of peas and carrots.) Jollos also found that placing thin
layers of lead over the Hies resulted in a further increase in
mutations, which agrees with
what was said above concerning
secondary "showers." However,
he concludes, on mathematical
grounds, that cosmic rays cannot
be responsible for more than perhaps 10 to 15 per cent of normal
mutations, which leaves the cause
of most of them still unexplained.
It had been planned to carry
out similar studies with viruses,
which are also known to mutate,
sometimes from harmless forms
to types capable of causing disease. The war, however, has temporarily shelved such problems.

cannot save civilization. It can merely preV ICTORY
vent its destruction by one spectacular method. Since
civilization was well on its way to destruction before the
war began, success in the war will not automatically
preserve it. The domination of the world by England,
the United States, and Russia is not identical with civilization. The victory of these powers gives mankind a
better chance to be civilized than their defeat. Whether
or not mankind will take that chance depends on the
kind of intellectual, moral, and spiritual leadership it
has.
ROBERT M. HUTCHINS
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ASTROLABE
BY

THEODORE GRAEBNER
AND AD. HAENTZSCHEL

their typewriters and write a letter to the editor expressing their
profound disagreement, not to
say disgust, with sections of this
department in which we lately
described (with approval) a
Christmas program given at a
public school, we enter into selfexamination. What was wrong?
Fundamentally we share not only
the attitude expressed, but the
principle which the contributors
to our "Letters to the Editor"
page voiced in the March number. Moreover, this sector of the
Astrolabe believes that the Axis
powers are definitely seeking to
destroy the four freedoms for
which Americanism stands today.
Now, if ever, we should thank
God for the principle of religious

THE CHIEF OF THE
FOUR FREEDOMS
It was given the second
place among the Four Freedoms stressed by President
•
Roosevelt in his Washington's
Birthday radio address. It has
sometimes been quoted by him
in the fourth place, in the order
of climax. It deserves to be talked
and written about. Religious liberty through I 00 years of American court decisions has obtained
::t complete triumph. To quote a
New York decision, the principle
of religious liberty "is regarded
by the American people as the
very heart-beat of its national
life."
When readers of THE CRESSET
twirl a sheet of note paper into
20
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liberty in which our institutions
are grounded and exert our influence for a higher appreciation
of this fundamental of our civilization. And so I hate to find myself in controversy with those who
would sharpen our conscience in
regard to this vital matter.
On the other hand, I took notice in my story of an experience
around Christmas that a friend
of mine at a certain point
became a tnfle excited with the
kind of excitement, impatience, revulsion that I have been familiar
with these many years whenever the
sacred cow of the "absolute separation of Church and State" is questioned.

And I find this note in the letters addressed to the March CRESSET. One might distinguish and
say that one of the correspondents wrote more in anger, the
other more in sorrow. The one is
outraged in his moral sense by
the Astrolabe, the other is theologically grieved. Both agree,
however, in finding fault with the
logic of my appeal to the "spirit
of Christian institutions" for the
justification of a Christmas pageant and drama in a public
school. In a matter as important
a~ the Chief of the Four Freedoms there should not be such
disagreement.
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SOME FACTS IN THE CASE
To begin with, our correspondents refer to the affair
of Christmas week as a
•
"service." I am not here going to
argue the contention that all religious exercises "involve religious indoctrination." They certainly do not in the meaning of
American law, since the law distinguishes carefully between Bible
reading and religious exercises at
the opening of school hours, on
the one hand, and the teaching
of religion; permitting quite generally the former, but forbidding
in all our states the latter. The
point right now is that my interlocutor (p. 25) indeed referred
to the program as a "service" in
order to make his complaint as
pointed as possible. I called it
what it truly was: a program, a
recital.
In the second place, this distinction is not a verbal one only,
or one urged for the sake of argument. Anything involving any
kind of feature from the religious
sphere is to be defined according
to its purpose. The text of Handel's Messiah is religious, Biblical, from beginning to end; yet
the joining of those in its rendition, frequently people of various
church connections or none at
all, is not a religious act and does
not constitute a service, but is a
program or recital, and you could
convince no one that it is any-
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thing else. Its purpose is not worship, its purpose is the rendition
of a great musical masterpiece.
And so Protestants participate in
a rendition of a motet by Palestrina or a mass by Mozart without denying their faith-and the
Catholic lover of sacred song who
helps in the performance of a
Bach cantata is as little guilty of
an act contrary to conscience.
Can we apply this to the rendition of a Christmas play or the
singing of Christma~ chorals in
a public school? Absolutely yes.
If: the story in Luke is the most
beautiful ever written, simply as
a story, and if the Christmas
chorals have an appeal simply by
virtue of their beautiful melodies, why should the American
boy or girl be deprived of this
element in his culture? Besides,
we know that the teachers as well
as children are certainly not performing an act of religious worship when conducting such affairs.
In the third place, it might be
stressed again that no one is compelled to participate in such programs.
In the fourth place, the assumption that objecting children
would "be forced to forego the
advantages of belonging to the
school choir" does not agree with
the facts. Only five periods were
devoted to the preparation, and
there was no such thing as a

choice between one's religious
convictions and the course offered
by the school for voice training,
elocution, or anything else. The
play, which was the principal
feature, was drilled after school
hours.
In the fifth place, a number of
Jewish children did take part,
and let us take the teacher's word
for it that they entered into the
Nativity pageant with its songs
and recitals without compulsion,
direct or indirect, threatened or
suggested. You may write this
down to the reJ igious indifference
of the Jew if you wish; but the
question of the American principle of religious freedom was
not involved.
Now let us look into the argument of those · who contend that
even under the conditions described above there would still
be a violation of American principles.

"DISABILITIES" AND THE
GOLDEN RULE
When our correspondents
argue against the unfairness
of arranging Christian exer•
cises in a school which, presumably, has some (possibly many)
children of non-Christian parents,
when they plead the right of minorities in this connection, they
speak for a large number of good

L
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and intelligent people. But this
is not the same as saying that
their reasoning is sound. Let me
quote:
Suppose our children were subjected to the same disabilities to
which we subject the children of
non-Christians by introducing a
Christian service into the public
school, how would we feel about
that?

Again:
Granted that we Christians are in
the m;tjority, we should not do to
others what we would not want
them to do to us.

No one will find himself out
qf agreement, I hope, with the
underlying sentiment of these
propositions. But are they sound
reasoning as concerns the problem under discussion?
To begin with, is it fair to
speak of "subjecting to disabilities" Jewish and Unitarian children when the school chorus sings
a Christmas cantata, or the upper grades produce a pageant? 1
contend that an unproven assumption underlies this argument, the assumption that such
children feel, or are, under a
"disability" in such cases. Let us
be realistic. The young American
is trained to be tolerant in judging of the religion of others. He
does not look down upon the
Jewish child for going to the synagogue or temple or wearing the
Jewish New Year emblem, nor
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does he despise the Roman Catholic who announces his first communion or carries the emblem of
the blessed palms in Holy Week.
If Jewish children remain away
from exercises which involve the
supernatural birth of Christ, it
is simply not true that they are
under some ostracism. I maintain
that this is a hypothetical case
only and that the child of a nonChristian family-whether Buddhist, Mohammedan, Jewish, or
Christian Science-who remains
away from such choral or pageant work will by no means be
subject "to a certain amount of
abuse, a certain amount of social
ostracism." Our American children do not treat each other that
way.
It does not help the argument
at all to put it on the moral
plane, and making of such a
Christmas program, as described,
a case of compelling others to do
what we would not want to be
compelled to do ourselves. Certainly the principle, "Do unto
others, as you would have others
do unto you," is one of those
maxims of conduct which has
passed over into common recognition by Americans generally, a
case of the infiltration of New
Testament morality even where
the saving doctrine is not generally accepted. But we are speaking of a public institution, the
public school, governed by laws
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general and specific. It is certainly not a principle of American
school administration that we
must not do to others what we
would not want them to do to us.
The principles of common law
are plain enough. Jews and Seventh Day Adventists suffer inconvenience, sometimes very great
inconvenience, by reason of the
Sunday laws. But the courts say
that such inconvenience is no legitimate argument against these
laws. It has been stressed, on the
contrary, that if this argument
were to prevail, all laws would
be abolished and anarchy would
rule supreme. Where, therefore,
believers in the Saturday as a day
of rest are, partly by law, partly
by their own conscience, forced
to abstain from work on two days
of the week, their religious freedom is not violated. They are as
little compelled to worship on
Sunday as is any other citizen. In
Vermont a school board expelled
some Catholic children because
they insisted on being excused
from school attendance on Corpus Christi Day. The contention
of the board that its opposition
to such demand does not touch
any conscientious belief or the
free exercise of religious worship
has been upheld, and their action in expelling children who
violated their order by absenting
themselves on the particular day
has been sustained. The same

conclusion has been reached where
Christian Science parents objected to the vaccination of their
children and thus opposed measures deemed essential for the
preservation of the public health.
The point is not at all whether
these instances are exactly parallel to the introduction of a religious festival into the public
school program. The question is
whether it is fair to judge these
matters by referring us to "Do
unto others, as you would have
others do unto you." It is clear
that this reasoning would be productive of the utmost confusion.
It would mean that every minority could claim for itself and its
own special interests any concession which the school has made
to the majority interests of the
community.
Nor is it fair to ask what we
would do if the public school
were to introduce a Corpus Christi celebration; or if our children
were asked to join in singing the
Ave Maria. These are ilefinitely
denominational practices and
would be as unconstitutional as
the wearing of sisters' garb has
been declared to be in the public
school class room.
I am afraid that the argument
underlying the protests against
the position taken in the February Astrolabe proceeds from a
false conception of the American
principle of the separation of
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Church and State. On the one
hand, the readers assume that a
religious program is equivalent
to "teaching religion." This certainly is not the American attitude. Not only is Christianity, in
the opinion of the courts, "a part
of the law of the land, the cement and foundation of all our
institutions"; but Christianity is
so interwoven with the web and
woof of the state government that
the Texas Supreme Court has
handed down this decision:
The contention that the Constitution prohibits reading of the Bible,
offering prayer, and singing songs of
a religious character in any public
building of the government would
produce a condition bordering upon moral anarchy and starve the
moral and spiritual natures of the
many out of deference to the few.

Since this is hardly the place
to discuss fundamentally the complaint that in conducting a
Christmas service or any other
kind of service in connection
with the public schools, you are
asking Christians to join with unbelievers in prayer, thus offending against the principle which
forbids unionistic prayers, I would
ask the correspondents to tell me
how they will defend the public
school class which sings "America"? Let me say again that the
program which has led us into
this interesting discussion was not
a service but was a program, a re-
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cital, and was not a religious
service-which, if arranged under
public school auspices, would
certainly be a violation of the
principle of separation of Church
and State.

THE CROSS IN OUR
MILITARY INSIGNIA
The Roman cross worn on
the collars of the army and
navy
chaplains has become
•
a familiar sight wherever soldiers, marines, or sailors are gathered in large numbers. The Geneva cross of the American Red
Cross Society as displayed on its
ffags and buttons is familiar to
all and is worn not only on the
cap, the shoulder strap, and the
sleeve of its representatives, but
is also a part of the insignia of
the laymen, surgical nurses, hospital corps, pharmacists mates,
and officers of the public health
service. It is affixed to the hood
of every automobile with Red
Cross workers traversing our city
streets in the performance of
duty. But this is not all. Mr. Carl
Zollmann points out that this
display of the emblem of Christianity is not at all peculiar to
the religious and charitable auxiliaries of our armed forces, but
is the outstanding characteristic
of its very fighting branches and
their liaison agents. I quote this
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paragraph from a footnote in Mr.
Zollmann's book:
Officers and enlisted men of the
infantry, cavalry, artillery, and signal corps wear a representation of
crossed rifles, sabres, cannon, and
signal flags, respectively. Similarly
the cap devices of all naval officers,
commissioned or warrant, in active
service or in reserve consist in whole
or in part of a representation of
crossed anchors. Nor are the great
organizations which perform the
clerical and mechanical work so essential in an army an exception. The
insignia of the quartermaster's, judge
advocate's, inspector general's, and
paymaster's corps all contain a representation of a sword crossed, respectively, by a key, a pen, a mace,
and a penholder. Even smaller
groups show the same tendency.
Crossed retorts designate chemists;
crossed wrenches, station engineers;
crossed drumsticks, drummers; crossed
pens, yeomen and clerks; crossed
oars, keepers and surfmen; crossed
axes, yardmen and carpenters; crossed
keys, storekeepers and shipkeepers;
crossed anchors, boatswains, boatswain's mates, and master's mates;
and crossed hammers, blacksmiths,
shipfitters, mechanics, artificers, and
chief mechanics of artillery.
The most significant of all military emblems, however, are the insignia of the medical men and women of the army whether they are
nurses, surgeons, dentists, pharmacists, ambulance men, hospital attendants, veterinary surgeons or san-

itary troops. It is clear that the outstanding characteristic of these insignia is a pole encircled by two
serpents. This recalls to mind the
story of the attack on the children
of Israel by fiery serpents and the
remedy devised by Moses in the form
of a brass serpent placed on a pole
whose sight worked a cure of those
suffering from snake bite. (Numbers, chapter 21, verse 9.) It also recalls the interpretation placed upon
this story by no less a person than
Christ himself, when he said: "As
Moses lifted up the serpent in the
wilderness, even so must the Son of
Man be lifted up that whosoever
believeth in him should not perish
but have eternal life" (John, chapter 3, verses 14, 15), and is as fine
and delicate a tribute as can be paid
by any emblem to the Christian religion and its founder.

The reader should be willing
to withhold either credit or blame
from THE CREssET, the Astrolc: be, or this Sagittarius, for this
interpretation of our military insignia. It is found in a law text
published by the great print shop
of the legal profession, The West
Publishing Company in St. Paul.
Its author was professor of law
in Marquette University, and his
book, American Civil Church
Law, was published by Columbia
University in a series of standard
texts entitled Studies in History,
Economics and Public Law.
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It has been said that great
masters are endowed with the
inalienable right to steal horses
but that their lesser brethren
may not even look in at the stable door. In like manner, the atmosphere about us is frequently
saturated with the quaint and
curious notion that conductors
who are giants in the earth are
permitted to indulge in liberties
which to others are taboo.
The ancient Romans had an
ingeniously rhymed saying which
read, Quod decet I ovem non decet bovem (What is seemly for
Jupiter is not seemly for an ox) .
For centuries this much-quoted
reminder has been handed down
from one Latin grammar to another. Platitude-mongers mouth
it with the unctuousness characteristic of dyed-in-the-wool Pharisees. The smoothly flowing little
jingle contains many an invaluable nugget of truth; but let us
not forget that in the arts it is

A.

H A N S E N

often called into service in an
effort to justify a multitude of
unpardonable atrocities habitually perpetrated by the would-be
great.
Have the Jupiters among musicians the right to allow themselves liberties which are denied
those who either have not risen,
or cannot rise, to Olympian eminence? No. Isn't it the bounden
duty of great artists to set examples of sound reasoning and unswerving rectitude? I loathe the
bewhiskered little proverb about
Jupiter and the ox, not because
of whatever elements of truth it
harbors in its inward parts, but
because it is so frequently used
as a cloak to cover stupidity and
arrogance of the rankest kind.
Honest musicians know that
they must respect the clearly indicated wishes and intentions of
a composer. Some latitude of
opinion is permissible when
there are no explicit directions;
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but a conductor, an instrumentalist, or a singer who wantonly
flouts a composer's instructions
has in his-or her-make-up a
goodly number of those characteristics that invariably go hand
in hand with fakery. An artist in
the exact sense of the word always strives to be truthful in his
-or her-readings. It stands to
reason, of course, that he-or she
-cannot avoid mirroring something of his-or her-own self in
whatever he-or she-does; but
conscientious musicians never exalt their own whims or notions at
the expense of what a composer
has indicated.
A Great Conductor
t, A few weeks ago I heard the
• . Minneapolis Symphony Orchestra regale and edify a large
audience with a concert of rich,
varied, and unalloyed beauty. On
the podium stood one of the few
truly great conductors of the
present time. Dimitri Mitropoulos gave ample proof that he is
endowed in abundant measure
with outstanding nimble-mindedness, wide-reaching knowledge,
and refreshing independence of
thought. Without resorting to
anything even remotely resembling ostentatiousness the able
Greek made it known that he
wears no man's collar. Sterling
scholarship permeated his readings; absolute mastery of the dif-

ficult art of conducting was reflected with the clearness of the
noonday sun in the manner in
which he guided the excellent
orchestra of Minneapolis through
the scores of the masterworks that
made up the program.
Yes, it was a program of masterworks-masterworks differing
radically in character and in content, to be sure, but revealing
many fascinating and impressive
scenes from that vast domain of
magic which we call ~usic. Mr.
Mitropoulos set forth the scintillating wit of the overture to Gioacchino Rossini's The Barber of
Seville with the emphasis and the
sparkle that spring from consummate skill and complete understanding; he knew how to underscore the orchestral sorcery
contained in Maurice Ravel's
Mother Goose Suite without detracting in any way from the
subtly and elegantly expressed
humor of the work; he pointed
out all the glowing colors and all
the wonderfully vivid action
which Richard Wagner put into
that ever startling tone-painting
entitled The Ride of the Valkyn'es; his direction was sure, deft,
and individualistic as he expounded the foreboding ruminations,
the neurotic pensiveness, the morose gayety, and the unbridled
savagery to be found in Tchaikovsky's Fifth. He conducted from
memory and used no baton.
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It goes without saying that every musician of consequence is,
in more than one respect, an individualist; but it is equally true
that many conductors, singers, instrumentalists, and composers
live in such unbounded fear of
treading on the toes of the bugbears called tradition and convention that they consistently and
persistently crush their own personalities and, as a result, stand
in their own light. They trample
much of their individuality into
the dust of futility; they cower,
so it seems, in abject dread at the
sight of their own shadows. Others, in turn, are so boldly determined to persuade the world at
large to look upon them as individualists of the first water that
they stress showmanship as the
beginning and the end of art.
What of Mr. Mitropoulos? Is
he tied body, boots, and breeches
to the apron-strings of that imperious damsel whose name is
Exhibitionism? Positively not.
Does he, on the other hand, wince
at the very thought of giving
forthright expression to his own
convictions? Positively not. Perhaps I can best phrase my opinion regarding his ability as a conductor by saying that his is an
individualism determined by extraordinary sensitiveness and, at
the same time, sagaciously disciplined by deep-probing knowledge.
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Mr. Mitropoulos is not a copyist. He stands firmly on the solid
ground of his own convictions.
This does not mean that he has
not learned from other masters;
for, when all is said and done,
every artist adds to his own
knowledge and insight by giving
thought to the achievements and
the methods of fellow-artists. But
no one can justly speak of this as
copying. When hostile critics reproached Virgil with taking altogether too much from Homer,
the Roman poet declared, "Let
them try to steal for themselves
as they say I have stolen tor myself, and they will find that it is
easier to rob Hercules of his club
than to rob Homer of a single
verse." A great artist never stoops
to imitating another great artist.
Why? Because unmistakable individualism is one of the principal elements in his make-up.
Otherwise he would not be a
great artist.
Scrupulously Conscientious

f\ Some months ago I received
.- a recording of Mr. Mitropoulos' reading of Beethoven's Pastoral Symphony. I had studied
the work with much care and had
heard it performed many, many
times. In fact, I had all but deluded myself into believing that
I knew Beethoven's beautiful nature poem backwards and forwards, inside out. Nevertheless, I
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sat in open-mouthed amazement
as I listened to Mr. Mitropoulos'
exposition of the symphony. The
learned Greek revealed to me
facets of its beauty which other
conductors had not disclosed. Did
Mitropoulos lay violent hands on
Beethoven's score? No. Did he depart by a hair's breadth from the
spirit and the letter of the work?
No. He was scrupulously conscientious with regard to every
detail; he proved to the hilt that
he is a master-a master who reveres the works of the great creators of music without bending
the knee in slavish submission to
tradition and convention.
Later on I had a similar experience as I listened spellbound to
Mr. Mitropoulos' reading of
Tchaikovsky's Fourth, and at the
time of the concert of which I
am speaking I again noted the
honest and wisely disciplined individualism of this truly great
conductor as he unfolded the
gripping power embodied in the
Russian's Fifth. It is difficult, if
not entirely impossible, to put in
words just what caused Mitropoulos' exposition of this work to
stand apart in glowing excellence
and fervid eloquence from the
readings of most other conductors. I know that I am far indeed
from telling the whole story when
I say that there were subtly managed differences in tempo, in
shadings, in accentuation, and in

emphasis. Under his guidance
the message of the symphony was
expressed with electrifying rhythmical virility and with arresting
richness of tone. It was clear to
me that Mr. Mitropoulos did not
kick over the traces for the mere
joy of being different from other
conductors. He asserted his independence of thought because
of the irresistible urging of penetrating scholarship, honesty of
purpose, and heartfelt sincerity.
His performance of Tchaikovsky's Fifth convinced me more
firmly than I have ever been convinced before that in the works
of the tragically undisciplined
Russian composer we have, for
the most part, a strange fusion of
exceedingly sensitive musicianship and remarkable skill with a
pronounced tendency to indulge,
ever and again, in banalities and
empty rhetoric.
Born in Athens
f\ Dimitri Mitropoulos was born
fl in Athens in 1896. When he
was seven years old, he began the
study of the piano. At the age of
fourteen he was enrolled in the
Conservatory of Athens, where he
remained for six years. Then he
made up his mind to enter a
monastery to become a monk.
His grandfather was a priest in
the Greek Orthodox Church, his
granduncle on his father's side
was an archbishop, and two of
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his uncles were monks. But the
cold fact that the Greek Orthodox Church forbids the use of
any musical instruments in religious services caused the young
man to renounce his intention to
go through life as a brother of
the cloth. "The reason why I didn't become a monk," he says, "is
because they didn't permit me to
have a little harmonium." He
served in the Greek army as a
drummer while his country was
at war with Bulgaria.
In 1919 Mitropoulos wrote an
opera based on Maurice Maeterlinck's Beatrice. Camille SaintSaens, who was present when the
work was produced, was so deep1y impressed that he arranged for
a scholarship which enabled Mitropoulos to study under Paul
Gilson in Brussels and under
Ferruccio Busoni in Berlin. While
living in the German capital Mitropoulos was made assistant conductor of the State Opera. In
1926 he returned to Athens to
become permanent leader of the
conservatory orchestra. Soon there
were invitations to conduct in
important music centers of Europe. Mitropoulos appeared in
Berlin, Paris, London, Venice,
Monte Carlo, and other cities. Six
years ago Serge Koussevitzky invited him to conduct the Boston
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Symphony Orchestra. The Greek
maestro's success was so great
that he was asked to return during the following season. When
Eugene Ormandy left Minneapolis to become musical director of
the Philadelphia Symphony Orchestra, Mitropoulos was chosen
to succeed him.
"Do you still play the piano?"
I asked Mr. Mitropoulos.
"Only for my own amusement," he replied. But I do not
hesitate to say that the eminent
Greek master could, if he desired
and had the time, be known to
the world as one of the outstanding pianists of today. He knows,
however, that the duties connected with conducting one of the
world's finest orchestras are almost more than enough for one
man.
"You can be a dictator or a
president of a republic," declared
Mr. Mitropoulos in an interview
with Ross Parmenter for the New
York Times~ "and you can get
good results both ways. I treat my
musicians like colleagues. I make
them understand always that my
job is to learn my scores and to
take care of everybody and nothing more, that we have one big
task. I get my authority through
by being an example, I hope, of
complete devotion to my work."
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All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff

Beginnings of Australia
BOTANY BAY. By Charles Nordhoff and James Norman Hall. An
Atlantic Monthly Press Publication issued by Little, Brown &
Co., Boston. 1941. 374 pages. $2.50.
one paragraph at least this
reviewer intends to be prejuF
diced. The team of Charles NordOR

hoff and James Norman Hall wrote
Mutiny on the Bounty and The
Hurricane, which became two of the
finest moving pictures he has ever
seen. Besides, these men are responsible for Falcons of France, a neglected but superb story of aviators
in World War I. The celebrated
writing team have done it again;
Botany Bay is first-rate entertainment.
This historical novel deals with
the first settlement of Australia. In
the dedication to the book the authors say:
Our story is what might be called a
romance of the First Fleet, in which,
for dramatic effect, we have been
obliged to take certain liberties in the
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matter of dates, incidents, and the like;
but our purpose throughout has been
to keep close to fact with respect to
First Fleet events.
The First Fleet, of 1787, was the
first expedition for the settlement
of New South Wales; six transports,
two ships-of-war, and three storeships. The settlers were England's
convicted felons, 756 in all, onethird of them women. It had been
the wish of the English government
to send strong young men and women capable of founding a colony in
a new land, but the wardens of
prisons had included in their quotas
feeble old people and the greatest
villains and trouble-makers. No one
in direct authority over prisons
had pioneer work in mind; for
among all the felons there were only
twelve carpenters, and no experienced farmers, masons, sawyers, and
brickmakers.
The fleet landed at Botany Bay,
after a wearisome journey, and Governor Arthur Phillip soon selected
Sydney Cove as the place of settlement. Working under handicaps too

The Holy Passiontide brings the Cross
and the Crucifix into
the center of Christian thinking as no
other season does.
We present, herewith, a series of famous crucifixes and
crosses from many
lands.
This beautiful crucifix with its ivory
figures was made in
Florence about 1456.
It is now in the
church at Pollajuolo.

This crucifix from
the early XVI century is from the collection of Poldi-Pezzoli.
Kunstgt:t~~erbt:

_ _ _I

One of the most famous of the great
crucifixes is this one
from the Graner Cathedral Treasures.
It is set with jewels
and ivory figures.
Kunstgeu:erbe

Reliquary crosses are
found among almost
all the great cathedral treasures. From
the early XVI century, this one is to
be found in Salzburg.
Kunstgetllt:r/;e
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Spain has furnished a great deal of beautiful metal
work .. This combination of gold and crystal is rather
unusual. It originated in the XVII century and is the
property of the Capucin monks.

Kunstgewerbe

Another of the great
treasures of Salzburg
is this crucifix of exquisite filigree· work.
It dates from about
1715.
Kunstgt:wt:rbt:

I

This triptych is a rather unusual treatment of the
reliquary cross idea. The figures and placques are of
carved ivory which were made about 1443 for the
church of St. Mary at Tamsweg.

Kunstgewerbe

Kunstgewerte

This is one of the few crosses by von Wolfgang Lackner. During the early XVIII century his work was
much sought after all over North Europe.
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numerous to mention, the governor
established a town of wattle-anddaub huts and encouraged a few enterprising workers to start small
farms.
At a little cove called Blackwattle
Bay a small group lived as neighbors: Tom Oakley and his wife
Phoebe in a cottage with Nellie
Garth, who turned out to be the
best farmer in the settlement; Hugh
Tallant with the Dan Goodwin family in another cottage. Tom and
Hugh were to remain in Australia
for life, for they had been convicted
of highway robbery; pretty Nellie
Garth was under seven years' sentence, as accessory to the highwaymen; and Dan Goodwin was serving
the last year of a sentence for
smuggling.
As the months passed, probably
every felon made up his mind to attempt hazardous escape from the
colony or to settle in Australia for
life. Escape on the few visiting vessels was almost impossible, for every
ship was searched before it sailed;
on the other hand, to many men the
privations and hardships of pioneer
life were almost unendurable. Part
of the country was barren, game
grew scarce, and plantings of grain
failed to mature. Promised relief
ships never arrived, and more convict ships appeared in their stead.
The fifty or sixty persons in the colony hospital were more the victims
of starvation than of disease.
For Hugh Tallant, however, escape was not merely flight from pioneer life. He wanted to return somehow to his native Maryland. After
the failure of his second effort he
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had a second reason. The woman he
loved, Sally Munro, free daughter of
a political prisoner, had sailed from
Australia on an American ship bound
for Boston.
N

an open boat, a twenty-two foot

Hugh and seven others
Ifledlaunch,
3,000 miles to a point south of
Timor, where they were picked up
by a Dutch vessel and taken to England. There Hugh found his Sally.
Botany Bay possesses the prime
requisite of a historical novel: action, properly motivated, set against
a background of facts. That the authors have been able to make an
exciting, wholesome story out of an
ugly background is evidence of their
imaginative ability. As the reader
watches various sets of circumstances
affect the lives of certain people, he
feels that he understands why they
acted in certain ways. One knows,
with regret, that the only end for
Tom is the hangman's noose and,
with pleasure, that Hugh somehow
must return to New South Wales to
take up farming as a free pioneer.
The action of the story is so absorbing that the reader , almost
catches himself on the question:
What of the beginnings of Australia? But that is here too. There are
first the vivid descriptions of the natural beauty of the land, "by nature
a land of freedom, of bright sunlight and vast plains and mountain
ranges. Yet it is a harsh land, where
only the strong can thrive." Second,
there are, from the point of view of
a convict, the details of the organization of the colony. Men found the
right jobs. Tom and Hugh became
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hunters, Dan acted as chief fisherman, a fence and vender of counterfeit money was made sergeant of the
night patrols, a pickpocket received
the post of sexton, and a "society
thief" was appointed to the governor's clerical staff.
The hero and heroine, and Tom
Oakley and Nellie Garth, are skillfully drawn; and the minor characters are more than mere stock figures. Some of the scenes in N ewgate
Prison, on the convict ships, and in
the settlement at Sydney might have
been penned by Defoe or sketched
by Hogarth.
Botany Bay is precisely what its
authors intended it to be: a clean
novel of action, way ahead of all
competitors of this season in entertainment value.
PALMER CZAMANSKE.

Prolific and Prolix
DRAGON'S TEETH. By Upton Sinclair. The Viking Press, New York.
1942. 631 pages. $3.00.

PTON SINCLAIR and his many

writings are curious phenomeU
na in the world of letters. Both the
author and the products of his brain
bear evidence of remarkable fecundity and inexhaustible inventiveness:
his books invariably beget books.
Some critics have been so completely
bowled over by Mr. Sinclair's unusual ability to tell stories which hold
the reader's interest from beginning
to end that admiration of this aspect of the man's skill has played
havoc with their judgment.
If fertility, coupled with uncommon resourcefulness in the spinning

of tales, is enough to elevate a novelist to a place of unmistakable distinction on the firmament of literature, Mr. Sinclair deserves a golden
crown. Nevertheless, it would be
rash for anyone to lose sight of the
fact that writing of the first water
carries with it the possession and the
use of additional qualifications.
Mr. Sinclair has spawned many
books during the past forty-six years.
He has written entertainingly, indefatigably, and with feverish zeal; but
he has not yet learned to write beautifully. Does he look upon musical
and symmetrical prose as an unnecessary adornment? Is he so lacking
ir. sensitiveness to the importance
and the impressiveness of deftly
chiseled phrases and sentences that
in his heart of hearts he is altogether content with the pedestrian texture of his writing? I refuse to venture an answer to either question;
but I am bold enough to suspect
that there are, in the main, four reasons why Mr. Sinclair's novels and
treatises have never reached a conspicuously high level of literary merit: his hothouse type of fertility; his
pronounced tendency toward longwindedness; his wholly undistinguished prose; and the never ending desire to preach, in season and
out of season, the type of socialism
with which every fibre of his being
seems to be saturated. His works are
invariably marred by obtrusive didacticism. Had he written less prolifically, less hurriedly, and less expansively, the quality of his output
might have been better; had he not,
on principle and on system, tinctured the products of his talent with
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a burning eagerness to coqvert his
fellowmen to the Sinclairian brand
of socialism, his books might have
gained immensely in literary worth.
I have read many of Mr. Sinclair's
works, and I know that the late
George Brandes is reported to have
set great store by the ardent Socialist's ability as a story-teller. Nevertheless, I make bold to declare that
the author of Dragon's Teeth has
been his own most formidable enemy. He has been standing in his
own light these many years. I believe
it is fair to say that a persistent itch
to proclaim and uphold the tenets
of socialism in a continuous stream
of rapidly written books has stunted
whatever germs of genuine artistry
may have been bestowed upon him
at the time of his birth. Dyed-in-thewool fanaticism is, as a rule, afflicted with an insatiable longing to
grind its own ax at the expense of
rhyme and reason.
Dragon's Teeth is a sequel to
World's End and Between Two
Worlds, novels in which the hardworking Mr. Sinclair has attempted
to paint a huge picture of recent
world conditions. The author himself declared recently:
Now I realize that this was the one
job for which I had been born: to put
the period of world wars and revolutions into a great long novel. ....
I cannot say when it will end, because I don't know exactly what the
. characters will do. They lead · a semiindependent life, being more real to
me than any of the people I know,
with the single exception of my wife.
In Dragon's Teeth Mr. Sinclair
deals with some of the far-reaching
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repercussions of the tremendous crash
which took place in Wall Street and
other parts of the world in 1929. He
does so by showing how the upheaval affected the lives and the living
of the characters he has created and,
at the same time, by pointing out
how widely, and how painfully, the
catastrophe was felt in Europe as
well as in America. All this leads to
a vivid description and a graphic analysis of the rise of Hitler and Hitlerism. In fact, the bulk of the big
book has to do with the blight
which the Nazis forced upon Germany and which brought its sinister
influence to bear on the minds of
men, women, and children of other
nations. The novel is at once fascinating and depressing. Ending as it
does with the horrible Blood Purge
staged by Hitler and his henchmen
in 1934, it presents a gripping account of fanaticism, hoggishness,
cruelty, and selfishness gone berserk.
But, since Mr. Sinclair loathes Hitlerism no more strongly than he admires his own brand of socialism,
the undertone of his pet tenets is
omnipresent in the story. Lanny
Budd, the hero, has many fine qualities; but the warp and the woof of
the young man's thinking have been
dipped in dye bearing the trademark of Upton Sinclair.
Dragon's Teeth is a valuable book
even though it never ascends to a
high plane of artistry. One can read
it, and learn from it, without becoming a disciple of Sinclair or a convert to the ardent Socialist's pet con·
victions. It is a powerful condemnation of the unspeakable evils that
lie at the root of the Nazi philos-
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ophy of life and government; it
speaks many a word of warning to
those who do not, or will not, see
the cloven hoof of Hitlerism. Although the novel is never bandylegged, knock-kneed, or splay-footed
in the matter of style, the sensitive
reader cannot, I believe, escape the
conclusion that Mr. Sinclair's forthright indictment of Naziism would
be infinitely more vigorous and effective if there were more beauty
in the writing, fewer evidences of
haste, and a far smaller amount of
prolixness. But Mr. Sinclair is-Mr.
Sinclair.

The Fourth Estate
AMERICAN JOURNALISM: A
History of Newspapers in the
United States Through 250 Years,
1690 to 1940. By Frank Luther
Mott. The Macmillan Company,
New York. 1941. 772 pages. $5.50.
Bread and the Newspaper-this is
the new version of the Panem et Circenses of the Roman populace ..... We
must have something to eat and the
newspapers to read. Everything else we
can give up .... . The newspaper is as
imperious as a Russian Ukase; it will
be had and it will be read. To this all
else must give place.
HUS

wrote Oliver Wendell Holmes

when he discussed the deprivaT
tion of everyday life in the Atlantic

Monthly of September, 1861.
The American wants his newspaper and will have his newspaper
whether he can afford it or not.
The American has been that way
from the very beginning of our national life. The opening chapters of
Professor Mott's American journal-

ism relate the story of that eager interest with which the men and women who lived in the English colonies demanded to be told What's the
news? From then onward through
the decades, through the centuries,
Frank Luther Mott tells the story
of the American newspaper, and in
telling it has supplied us with a work
that can fittingly be regarded hereafter as a standard work of reference. The same author's five-volume
"History of American Magazines"
won him the Pulitzer Prize for history in 1939. In this unusual new
volume he gives evidence of the
same painstaking search for facts, the
same command of source material
which was evident in his earlier
work.
All the great names in the history
of American literature are given
their appropriate place and space:
Benjamin Franklin; Horace Greeley;
James Gordon Bennett; Joseph Medill; Whitelaw Reid; Charles A.
Dana; Joseph Pulitzer, who receives
an entire chapter as the father of
the new journalism; E. W. Scripps;
W. R. Hearst; and hundreds of
journalists of lesser distinction, together with the contributions which
they made to their craft.
The history of such tremendous
institutions as The Associated Press,
The United Press, and The Western
Newspaper Union are sketched from
their early beginnings, and their
contributions to the newspaper business evaluated. All the older giants
which saw their day and perished,
like Leslie's, Harper's Weekly, the
Chicago Record Herald, the New
York World, and many others, come

I

I

April1942
out of their oblivion and contribute
their share to the journalistic pageant. The influence of the newspaper on society is ever present in the
author's mind; and, again, the relationship of the newspaper to the advancing mechanical age is clearly
outlined. We begin to understand
that the cheap newspaper was a
phase of that widespread transformation of the industrial system and
upset of class relationships and traditional ideas which go by the name
of the Industrial Revolution.
Every chapter is given a sub-division in which the news that made
the front page in these 250 years of
journalism are recorded. As a result, Professor Mott's book gives us
a history of the world, recording not
only the wars, domestic and foreign,
of the eighteenth and nineteenth
centuries, but a thousand items of
interest to the intelligent American.
There was the Black Friday of 1869,
when Fisk and Gould tried to corner the nation's gold supply and
were defeated only by the sale of
$4,000,000 in gold by the government. There was the great Chicago
fire of 1871 and the equally terrible
conflagration in Boston the next
year; the bloody Orange Riot in
New York; the depredations of the
James and Younger gangs in the
Middle West; the Mormon trek; the
gold rush to the Klondike; the St.
Louis tornado, 1896; the Galveston
hurricane and flood, 1900; the Chicago World's Fair of 1893; the trial
for murder of Harry K. Thaw and
of Mr. Luetgers (but wasn't his
name Luetzert?) of Chicago-hardly
an event of importance within the
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memory of our generation that is
not fixed here as to place and date,
all of it made accessible through a
most excellent index.
Many sections are given to the
rise of the freedom of the press. Examples are given of the extent to
which American newspapers carried
abuse, especially in times of political
turmoil. When Washington published his Farewell Address, the Aurora declared that
if ever a nation was debauched by a
man, the American nation has been debauched by Washington. If ever a nation was deceived by a man, the American nation has been deceived by Washington.
attacks on Washington,
Adams, Hamilton, and Jefferson
were commonplace in 1795. Editorial billingsgate declined toward the
middle of the century, and we are
told that readers began to frown on
such expeditions of bad manners as
when Horace Greeley would screech,
"You lie, you villain; you sinfully,
wickedly, basely lie!" at William
Cullen Bryant, of the Evening Post~·
and Bennett would fling at Greeley
such unamiable epithets as "crazy,
contemptible wretch," "monster,"
and "ogre." There is an interesting
chapter devoted to what the author
called The Dark Ages of Partisan
Journalism, the earlier years of the
nineteenth century, with its unbelievable vilification of Thomas J efferson and others. The attitude of
Jefferson is worthy of note even in
our superficial review. Before the
adoption of the Constitution, he had
written:
Were it left to me to decide whether

A

BUSIVE

46

The CRESSET

we should have a government without
newspapers or newspapers without a
government, I should not hesitate to
prefer the latter.
Later he wrote after suffering unparalleled vituperation:
I have lent myself willingly as the
subject of a great experiment, which
was to prove that an administration
conducting itself with integrity and
common understanding cannot be battered down even by the falsehoods of a
licentious press, and consequently still
less by the press as restrained within
the legal and wholesome limits of
truth. The experiment was wanting for
the world to demonstrate the falsehood
of the pretext that freedom of the press
is incompatible with ordinary government. I have therefore never even contradicted the thousands of calumnies
so industriously propagated against myself.

The circulation and news service
so essential to the modern newspaper are given much space and constitute some of the most interesting
sections of the book. The first sensational performance was the "Express Post" instituted by the government between leading cities. It
was an achievement when Jackson's
1829 message was brought to Baltimore in an hour and a half. It
reached Philadelphia in about ten
hours and New York in twenty hours
from Washington. The horsemen
covered ten miles an hour and
changed horses hourly so that St.
Louis could be reached in less than
a week with important news from
Washington. Later the horse express
made the distance from Washington to New York, 227 miles, in

twenty hours with twenty-four horses.
Then came the Overland Stage from
Kansas City to California, the famous pony express, carrying two
mails a week and making the trip
in half the time of the stage coach.
Stations had been built about fifteen
miles apart along the whole route,
with two men in charge of the mustangs kept at each station. It took
seventy-five ponies to make the trip
from Missouri to California in ten
and one-half days. Then came the
telegraph, and then the teletypesetter, which sends the reports directly
into the linotype, so that the telegraphic sending machine in a central office may operate the keyboards
of linotypes in as many offices as may
be connected, whatever the distances. Finally radio and the wirephoto.
Fascinating chapters are devoted
to the development of format and
content of the newspaper, to the
coverage of the Civil War, to the
history of illustrations in journalism. The story of the columnists, of
the humorists, of the comic strips
down to Li'l Abner, with the date
meticulously noted when Gasoline
Alley first appeared, or Popeye, or
Moon Mullins.
Not satisfied with having given us
in chapters and footnotes an immensely colorful and dramatic, because detailed and authentic, history
of American newspapers, Professor
Mott, who, by the way, is director
of the School of Journalism at the
University of Iowa, supplies each
major division with a comprehensive chapter entitled "Biographical
Notes," in which he gives an account
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of his source material. It does not
seem possible that within the space
of this volume, less than 800 pages,
Mott's American journalism can
ever be superseded.

Glittering Age
THE IVORY MISCHIEF. By Arthur Meeker, Jr. Houghton Mifflin
Company, Boston. 1942. 679 pages.
$2.75.
N

The Ivory MischiefJ the Book of

the Month Club selection for
IJanuary,
Arthur Meeker has successfully captured the very spirit of a
vigorous and brilliant age. It was an
age of extreme contrasts-an age in
which the power and the wealth of
France were in the hands of a hard,
selfish, and reckless nobility; an age
of utter subjection, poverty, and
misery for the masses. It was an age
in which the Church was honored
with punctilious ceremony; but it
was also an age of widespread immorality and degeneracy. It was an
age in which important advances in
the field of science and significant
accomplishments in the world of letters contrasted sharply with dark superstition and general illiteracy. It
was an age of elegance and pageantry, of license and squalor; it was the
glittering age, in which were sown
the seeds of the wind that grew into
the whirlwind of the French Revolution.
The sisters Cateau and Magdelon
de la Louppe were ranked among
the most beautiful women in Europe. Much alike in appearance,
they were utterly unlike in character. Cateau was shrewd, sharp, and

selfish; Magdelon was warmhearted,
generous, and impulsive. Both sisters
made brilliant marriages, both became involved in intrigue and scandal at the court of Louis XIV, and
both had many lovers. Cateau played
her cards well and became one of
the richest women in France; Magdelon quickly ran through a great
fortune and carelessly lost the vast
estates which should have insured
her children's happiness and security.
Mr. Meeker's prefatory note explains that "none of the characters
in this novel is imaginary." Consequently the pages of The Ivory Mischief are crowded with the names
of the famous personages of the period. The author declares:
The novel grew almost of itself out
of my years of living and traveling in
France, a long familiarity with French
language and literature, and a passion
for the lively grandeur of the Louis
XIV period. It took me three years to
plan it and three more to write it, during which I really breathed and had
my being in the Paris of three hundred
years ago.

Explaining the Germans
THE GERMANS: Double History
of a Nation. By Emil Ludwig.
Translated from the German by
Heinz and Ruth Norden. Little,
Brown and Company, Boston.
1941. 509 pages. $4.00.
HE

biographer of Roosevelt, Bis-

T marck, Goethe, and Napoleon attempts to tell all about the
mans. He states that this is to
"psychological" history of the
man nation. Subtitling the

Gerbe a
Gerbook
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"Double History of a Nation," Emil
Ludwig tries to show the eternal
conflict between spirit and state in
the German nature. There is much
that is interesting in the book, but
there is also much that is irritating.
The book abounds in sweeping generalities and illogical deductions of
the most confusing sort. There are
also some inaccuracies and distortions of historical fact which ought
to be nailed at once.
Emil Ludwig claims that his scope
is purely "psychological." Nevertheless he cannot help wandering over
into the field of fact upon which to
base certain deductions. One wonders where he finds the basis for
many of his facts. He offers not footnotes, nor even a brief bibliography. Quite frankly he admits that
he wishes to show up the heritage
back of Hitler. In his passion of hatred, Ludwig falls into many of the
errors the current Nazis broadcast
in their effort to prove the alleged
nobility of the Aryans.
Ludwig's treatment of Martin Luther is decidedly unfair and inaccurate. Here are several statements
which he makes in the course of his
144-page treatment of the Reformation.
Speaking of Luther's mother he
writes, "The mother's habit of beating her children . . . . " We doubt if
Ludwig can cite evidence to prove
this statement. That Luther's parents were severe is granted but that
they found a sadistic pleasure in
maltreating their children is unconfirmed.
On page 83 Ludwig states that Luther was completely blind to the

customs and scenes in Rome at the
time of his pilgrimage and visit. He
also implies that Luther was totally
blind to the beauties everywhere at
hand in Rome and Italy. Ludwig
offers no footnote proving this. Ludwig goes so far as to insist that Luther was a man who hated all the
"art and splendor" of the age. Yet
on a later page he shows Luther
thundering against the destructiveness of the Anabaptists. He admits
that Luther loved music, composed
hymns, and appreciated the divinity
of music. At the same time he implies that Luther was either ashamed
of his music or belittled his love for
music.
has the audacity to state
that Luther's personal chastity
before he entered the monastery was
not of the purest. He repeats the ancient canard that Luther's terrific
sex-drive compelled him to marry.
Regarding Katherina von Bora he
says this (prior to her marriage) ,
"She had entered into an amour
with a Nuremberg citizen." The implications of the word "amour" are
anything but chaste. Where does
Ludwig get the facts?
On the other hand, Ludwig approaches the truth when he writes:
"Luther learned as much as he
taught; he studied Greek and discovered how greatly the Latin translation of the Bible falsified the original. He saw that in the Latin version poenitentia had been chosen to
render the Greek metanoia; in other
words, not simply good works in
general were demanded of Christians, but a profound inner conver-
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sion, which could be granted only
by God. . . . A single word read by
an unknown monk comparing two
tomes that seemed to charge the air
of his narrow cell with the threat of
doom-this hour had a more enduring effect on coming generations
than the Emperor's public peace,
solemnly proclaimed to princes and
Reich." But it was not, as Ludwig
writes, a system of ethics which Luther built on this discovery. Rather
he made the rediscovery of the true
system of faith.
·
Ludwig also pays some magnificent
tributes to Luther as a scholar and
translator. On the whole, however,
he seems to belittle Luther in contrast to Erasmus. His treatment of
the Reformation, historically, is incomplete since he hardly dwells on
the importance of the Augsburg
Confession and the Smalcald Articles. Luther's difficulty over the problem of separation of church and
state is discussed but Ludwig by no
means has the last word.
One can quarrel with some of
Ludwig's other statements. He makes
an insulting reference to Gustavus
Adolphus. Frederic the Great is unfairly handled. Bach does not receive the thorough treatment he
should at the hands of one who is
attempting to discuss the German
spirit.
But Ludwig does show in fairly
detailed manner how an inborn submissiveness on the part of the Germans has permitted the rise of Hitler, although his psychological explanations on the rise of Hitler seem
too pat and obvious.
One curious phenomenon seems
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to bob up on many pages of this
book. Ludwig seems to be sophomorically sex-conscious. We thought
that Freud, Wittels, Schmalhausen
and Company had become slightly
out-of-date through these last years.
Perhaps not, but at the same time
Ludwig's references to sex have a
slightly antique aroma.

Gendes and Simples
BETWEEN THE ACTS. By Virginia
Woolf. Harcourt, Brace and Company, New York. 1941. 219 pages.
$2.50.
months ago the brilliant ca-

A reer of one of England's most
distinguished writers came to a sudFEW

den and tragic close. One morning
Virginia Woolf took up her stick and,
as was her custom, went for a walk
across the summery Sussex meadows
down to the banks of the Ouse. She
did not return. For a reason known
apparently only to herself, she sought
surcease in the cool waters of the
river.
At the time of her death Mrs.
Woolf was engaged in the revision
of the recently completed manuscript
of Between the Acts. The work of preparing the book for publication was
finished by Mr. Leonard Woolf.
A voice that is now still has spoken
its valedictory on a page of its last
work-"Peace, let her pass. She to
whom all's one now, summer or winter."
The action in Between the Acts
revolves about a charity festival
staged on the lawns of Pointz Hill,
an English country house. Here, on a
day in June, 1939, local villagers,
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under the leadership of the energetic
Miss La Trobe, present in pageant
form, either directly or by implication, the history of England from
the time of Elizabeth. Finally
the hands of the clock stopped at the
present moment. The mirror bearers
squatted; malicious; observant; expectant; expository. It was now. We saw
ourselves reflected in the shining mirrors. So that was her [Miss La Trobe's]
little game! To show us up, as we are,
here and now. All shifted, preened,
minced; hands were raised, legs shifted.
All evaded or shaded themselves.
Each tried to shift an inch or two beyond the inquisitive insulting eye. Some
made as if to go.
But before they had time to go an
unknown voice came from the bushes.
It said, "Look at yourselves, ladies and
gentlemen! Some bony, some fat. Liars,
most of us. Thieves, too. The poor are
as bad as the rich. Perhaps worse. Don't
hide among rags. Or let our cloth protect us. Or for the matter of book learning or skilful practice on piano; or laying on of paint. Or virtue in those that
have grown white hairs. Consider the
gun slayers, bomb droppers, here or
there. They do openly what we do slyly.
Look at ourselves, ladies and gentlemen!
Then look at the wall; and ask how's
this wall, the great wall, which we call,
or miscall, civilization, to be built by
orts and scraps and fragments like ourselves?"

How indeed? Mrs. Woolf has given
us no answer. Her book really ends
on a beginning.
Then the curtain rose. They spoke.

Neither the action nor the acting
is restricted to the improvised stage
at Pointz Hill. Between the acts,
while the simples [villagers] set new
scenes, the gentles, or gentry, of the

county wander about the estate.
Each in his own way plays out the
role which circumstance or inclination has forced upon him. They take
tea, they laugh and chat. They flirt
and fidget, and occasionally-very casually and very lightly-they touch
upon the increasingly grave European situation. Most of all, everyone
hopes that Miss La Trobe
would not keep them until midnight.

intuitive, and almost
morbidly sensitive, the author is
poignantly aware of the impermanence of human relationships and of
the enduring and unchanging beauty of the hills, the seas, and the skies.
"That's what makes a view so sad,"
one of her characters tells us, "and
so beautiful. It'll be here when we
are not." And the words,
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Here came the sun, an illimitable rapture of joy, embracing every flower,
every leaf. Then in compassion it withdrew, covering its face, as if it forebore
to look on human suffering,

give one a shining example of Mrs.
Woolf's splendid artistry.
Mrs. vVoolf's writings admirably reflect an unusually rich heritage and
an amazing erudition. The daughter
of Sir LesHe Stephan, her relationship includes the names of many eminent English men of letters, among
them Charles Darwin , John Addington Symonds, and G. Lytton Stradley.
She was reared in a home which wa~
frequented by such distinguished figures as George Meredith, James Russell Lowell, Robert Louis Stevenson,
John Ruskin, and Thomas Hardy.
From early childhood she was an
omniverous reader. Two volumes of
essays-The Common Reader and

I

April1942
The Second Common Reader-reveal
extraordinary critical perception.
One of the ten novels which she has
left us-The Years, published in 1937
-has achieved a "best seller" rating.

Beguiling Book
LOST WORLDS: Adventures in Archaeology. By Anne Terry White.
Random House, New York. 1941.
316 pages. $2.50.
RCHAEOLOGY,

that fascinating sci-

ence which makes the earth
A
give up stories of which every last

vestige has been wiped off the memory of our race; archaeology, which
makes tongues long turned to ashes
speak again languages which have
no counterpart on earth and which
interprets marks inscribed by human
hands on tablets that were old when
Abraham came out of Mesopotamia
-the story of those efforts which on
four continents dug from the earth
the lost civilizations of the past, has
found an interpreter for the nontechnical reader in Miss White, and
has found in Random House a publisher willing to risk his money on
good paper, fine typography, and
excellent illustrations. Remnants of
vast civilizations that once were the
pride of the earth-cities and temples, palaces and tombs, statues and
paintings and books, precious stones
and objects of gold and silver and
bronze and alabaster; tombs sealed
for three thousand years; pyramids
that have been a mystery to the
sages of nations which perished millenniums ago; mummies and dead
men's bones, skulls of sacrificial victims, coffins and sarcophagi-and,
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above all the languages which have
been revived so that the records of
the past may be read with ease by
anyone who will study the pictographs in which they lay buriedthese are the subjects of "Lost
'.Yorlds."
By weaving each of the stories
around the life of some pioneer
archaeologist, the author has made
her chapters as beguiling as any
story of mythical adventure. The
characters of a Schliemann, a Petrie,
a Carter, a Rawlinson are clearly
drawn; and the story of their devotion to exploration and research is
told in simple words yet with an enthusiasm which must prove infectious for all who receive their first
knowledge of archaeology from this
volume.
Lost Wodds-the author has four
principally in mind: the lost world
of Minos, the Egypt of the Pharaohs,
Babylonia-Assyria, and the Maya of
Central America. The incredible
story of the finding of Troy is
sketched in four vivid chapters. Four
others tell of the recovery of Minoan art and architecture. Limiting
herself to the work of Petrie and
Howard Carter, the most notable
finds in the Nile Valley are passed
in review-and we could have wished
at this point that a little more had
been said about the treasures in
wood and alabaster found in Tutankh-Amen's tomb since these far
transcend in value even the gold
and gems brought forth in this incomparable find. The third part of
the book is devoted to the discoveries in the land of the Euphrates and
Tigris, ancient Babylonia and As-
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syria, and the closing chapter to the
discovery of temples, tombs, inscriptiOns, and treasures in gold and
lazuli in Central America.
With a field as large as that of
human archaeology, it would not be
a fair criticism of Miss White's book
to say that certain omissions will
cause regret in the minds of those
acquainted with her general subject.
One might otherwise urge that far
too little reference is made to the
re-discovery of the languages of
Egypt, Babylonia, Sumeria, the
Hittites, and the Mayas, supreme
achievements of the human intellect, a much greater cause of wonderment than the perfection of the
arts which have given up their
treasures to the spade of the excavator.
GAIN,

if one should be permitted

to cavil at the choice of topics
A
selected by Miss White for her book,

one would ask why in the chapter
on Central America the story has
not been told of the Monte Alban
Collection, discovered in 1932 in
Southwestern Mexico. Whoever has
seen these treasures will admit that
their discovery is one of the most
important events in archaeological
history and will agree with the critics that for refinement of technique
and delicacy of craftsmanship the
objects found on Monte Alban are
far superior even to the gold objects found in the tomb of Tutankh-Amen.
There is, however, something in
the attitude of the author to the
precious relics of the past which
does not quite satisfy the student

who looks beyond the arusuc values to the ethical. It is a terrible
thing that pract~cally without exception the treasures of Crete and Asia
Minor, of Egypt and Yucatan, reflect some of the worst passions and
most bestial practices of which mankind has been guilty. Yet we do not
find that the lessons which suggest
themselves from the objects devoted
to human sacrifice as a religious
ceremony a.mong the Mayans and
the terrible story of human exploitation connected with the pyramids
at Gizeh and the walls of Babvlon
have received the prominence ~hey
deserve. In two notable instances,
the author gives us a glimpse into
the inhumanity of man's treatment
of brother-man of which the monuments supply evidence. They are
significant at a time when not only
the drama of the screen but also the
story of mankind as it is told to our
high school boys and girls, picture
man as a rather amiable creature,
with some imperfections but ever
striving toward the light. Miss White
has included in her chapter on Assyria a record of the ideals of royalty entertained by Sennacherib, or
Ashurnasirpal. Those inscriptions so
laboriously deciphered from stone
walls and clay tablets all tell the
same tale of blood, fire, corpses, torture, mutilation. Here is Ashurnasirpal's story of a military excursion:
Two hundred and sixty of their
fighting men I put to the sword, and I
cut off their heads and I piled them in
heaps .... I built a pillar over against
his city gate, and I flayed all the chief
men who had revolted, and I covered
the pillar with their skins; some I
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walled up within the pillar, and some
upon the pillar on stakes I impaled, and
others I fixed to stakes round about the
pillar. . . . Three thousand captives I
burned with fire ... . Their young men
and maidens I burned in the fire.

breathe. The dyer, his fingers reekingand their smell is that of fish-spawnhis two eyes are oppressed with fatigue,
his hand does not stop, and, as he
spends his time in cutting rags, he has
a hatred of garments.

The other instance which Miss
White offers as an offset to the splendor and luxury of the Pharaohs and
the nobles is her quotation from a
certain Egyptian papyrus (she calls
it "a papyri," by the way) which describes the utter wretchedness of the
great masses. This record refers to

We thank the author for this
glimpse of human nature as it has
been in spite of all sensitiveness to
material beauty. It may well be, as
someone has said, that if we were
transported out of our Christian
civilization, imperfect as it is, to
live in Nineveh of 700 B. C. or in
Mexico City of A. D. 1400 and see
the sights and hear the sounds to
which those people were accustomed,
we should be stark mad in less than
a month.

the metal worker at his toil, at the
mouth of the furnace of his forge, his
fingers as rugged as the crocodile, and
stinking more than fish-spawn .... The
stone cutter who seeks his living by
working in all kinds of durable stone;
when at last he has earned something, Black Swm"die
and his two arms are worn out, he
stops; but if at sunrise he remain sitTHE REVOLT AGAINST BEAUting, his legs are tied to his back. . . . · TY: The Source and Genesis of
Shall I tell thee of the mason, how
he endures misery? Exposed to all the
Modernistic Art. By John Hemwinds, while he builds without any garming Fry. G. P. Putnam's Sons,
ment but a belt. ... His two arms are
New York. 212 pages. $2.50.
worn out with work; his provisions are MODERNISTIC art, according to . Mr.
placed higgledy-piggledy amongst his
refuse; he consumes himself, for he has
John H. Fry, is "an enormous
no other bread than his fingers. He is swindle, imported from Europe and
much and dreadfully exhausted, for
imposed on Americans with more
there is always a block to be dragged money than brains." Mr. Fry is nothin this or that building, a block of ing if not emphatic. He knows of
ten cubits by six; there is always a no compromise with that "deificablock to be dragged in this or that tion of ugliness and obscenity, the
month as far as the scaffolding poles urge for mutilation, deformation,
to which is fixed the bunch of lotus muddy color and exaggeration, all
flowers on the completed houses. When
symptoms of sadism, indicating a
the work is quite finished, if he has
bread, he returns home, and his chil- form of psychopathia-sexualis," which
dren have been beaten unmercifully is the art of "the clumsy daubs of
during his absence.
Cezanne; the stupid, half baked strugThe weaver within doors is worse gles of Van Gogh; the vulgar dropoff there than a woman; squatting his sical malformations of Gauguin; and
knees against his chest, he does not the psychopathic mutilations of Ma-
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tisse, Picasso and their followers."
He sketches the characters and lives
of the great moderns. There was Van
Gogh, his life "essentially a lust for
death and putrescence," he landed in
an insane asylum and committed suicide. Modigliani staggering dead
drunk along the streets, a dope fiend,
"discovered devils in street cars."
Before we continue in this review,
we must take note of the fact that
John H. Fry is more than just a
slashing critic of modernistic art. His
has been a rich life as a painter and
patron of art, both in Europe and
in America. Among his teachers were
Lefebvre and Boulanger. He has exhibited and received awards in the
Paris Salon and has been decorated
both by the French and Italian governments for his services to Art. He is
still active as a painter and as a student of art. To him there is a divine
purpose to shape the physical world
in beauty: "the ideal of beauty is
the basic principle in the creative
process." The ugly is unnatural. "The
ugly is never found in the normal
creations of nature; it is found only
in the destructive negations of disease, in the mutilation of the human
figure by savages, and in some of the
monstrosities of 'modernistic' art."
The logical conclusion is that such
forces of negation as are seen in modernistic art, with "its negation of
perfect form by deforming, even mutilating, form," "rise in conflict with
the very soul of the universe." This
principle is developed with great
force and a wealth of illustration in
The Revolt Against Beauty. Partly he
blames the reign of democracy and
its industrialism for this degenera-

tion of artistic taste. Chiefly, he places
on the propaganda of art critics the
blame for the vogue which modernistic painting and sculpture have had
in America. "When a college graduate is weak or feminine in his mentality he is apt to become an art
critic," says Mr. Fry. The critics and
writers on art "have combined to
create the impression that discipline
in drawing and design is not only
worthless but a distinct detriment to
the progress of the artist. They have
completely lost an appreciation for
the true principles by which we may
judge the esthetic value of painting."
The principles of esthetics urged by
Mr. Fry are the following:
Every true work of art must possess
the following attributes: First, design or
composition, the element of creation,
that is the harmonious arrangement of
masses making graceful lines and forms,
the proper disposition of spaces; second,
the plastic element or sense of form and
proportion; third, refinement and beauty
of color; fourth, perspective or values,
that is, the relation of objects in the
foreground to those in the middle distance and extreme distance.
ATURALLY,

the artists of the post-

impression period, representing
N
a very distinctive type of ugliness,
"obscene and vulgar, never seen in
European art," do not meet these
standards. Mr. Fry also predicts that,
worthless from an esthetic standpoint,
"the output of modernistic art in a
few years will be equally worthless
from a money standpoint." He does
not believe that "the human race
has sunk to the level of degradation
expressed in the obscene sadism of
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Cezanne, Picasso, Matisse and the
whole tribe of modernists."
A separate chapter is devoted to
music and the dance. Mr. Fry exaggerates when he says that "in America we have only one dance, the jazz."
It is a simple fact that the folk dance
(represented by square dances such
as the polka, schottische, Virginia
reel, and others) is staging a definite
revival. But what he says about the
modern dance and what he quotes
from so realistic an author as Maxim
Gorky regarding jazz music is worth
reproducing here. Gorky describes a
night in Southern Italy.
Silver-tinted olive leaves, the stony
foundations of the mountains breathe
noiseless light . . . Everything on earth
is so still, it would seem to have been
chiselled by the hand of a great artist,
cast in bronze and blue silver . . .
Then all of a sudden, in the sensitive
stillness resounds the dry knocking of
an idiotic hammer-one, two, three, ten,
twenty strokes and after them-as a
splash of mud in clear transparent water, there comes with a crash, a wild
whistle, screeches, rumbling, wailing,
howling, the snorting of a metal pig,
the cry of a donkey, the amorous quacking of a monstrous frog. All this insulting chaos of mad sounds is submitted
to an imperceptible rhythm and after
listening for one, two minutes to those
wails, one begins unwillingly to imagine
that this is an orchestra of maniacs,
stricken with sexualmania ... It is the
music of grossness. To its rhythm in
all the magnificent cabarets of a cultured continent, the degenerate, with
cynical fluctuations of the hips, pollute,
simulate, the fecundation of woman by
man . . . A wild horn wails piercingly,
reminding one of the cries of a raving
camel; a drum drones; a nasty little pig
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sizzles, tearing at one's ears; the saxophone emits its quacking nasal sound.
Swaying fleshy hips, thousands of heavy
feet tread and shuflie. The music of the
degenerate ends finally with a deafening
thud, as though a case of pottery had
been flung from the skies to the earth.
Again limpid stillness reigns around me
and my thoughts return home.
As for the dance, originally "the
living, moving expression of the passion, the beauty, the rhythm of the
cosmos," as illustrated in the Greek
dance and the minuet, Mr. Fry asks
what of the jazz dance? ·what does it
mimic? His answer is:
Certainly the wildest imagination
could not utilize the fox trot to celebrate the victories of war, or to express
religious ecstasy, or the yield of the
harvest or vintage, or the procreative
power of nature. The fox trot or the
Charleston are a direct stimulus to the
sexual act. To verify this one has only
to witness the dancing in any night club
or in a debutante coming-out party, or
on one of the great ocean liners with a
full passenger list. There may be seen
human beings packed together like sardines in a box on the dancing floor,
squirming and writhing as if in agony.
Therein we have the explanation of the
mimetic content of the jazz dance. As
the Greek pyrrhic dance was a mimick
of the movements of warriors in combat, so the fm.. trot mimics the movements of the sexual act.
Of both, jazz music and the dance,
he declares that they "are degrading two of the noblest arts down
to the lowest level of human ignorance, stupidity and obscenity."
In the many names which occur in
Mr. Fry's chapters we have found
only one misprint: "Odilon, Redon,"
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where the comma is superfluous since
Odilon is the given name.

Variety of Ideas
A TREASURY OF DEMOCRACY.
Edited by Norman Cousins. Coward-McCann, Inc., New York.
1942. 306 pages. $3.00.
ODAY

when the word "democra-

cy" is being bandied about as a
T
great truth that we have always car-

ried about unconsciously in the
back of our heads, but which we suddenly must give our lives for, it is
important to know what democracy
is. If this Treasury does not set out
to define the concept exactly, it gives
us seventy-five contemporary impressions as diverse as their authors.
The striking thing about the book
is that, instead of saying the same
thought in variations of phrases, the
seventy-five contributions by current
writers and public figures give us a
broad variety of ideas, each throwing light on another facet of that
great jewel, our philosophy of government.
"Aphorisms of Democracy," excerpts from the writings and sayings
of thinking men from the dawn of
history, comprise the first half of the
volume. The series runs from Homer's "To speak his thoughts is every
freeman's right" to Thomas Wolfe's
"the true discovery of America is
before us."
Unless the reader digests the book
under the full knowledge that many
of the authorities cited in the "pageant of liberty" in the forepart were
not actual advocates of democracy,
some of them not even of a form of

government that was a third cousin
of democracy, he may take on a
warped perspective· of the value of
the collection. It is a dangerously
easy thing to call upon great minds
of the past to bear witness to a concept we have yet to attain, yea, are
fighting to attain at this very hour.
There is a generous quotation
from Martin Luther under "Fifteenth to Seven teen th Century"
aphorisms, part of which follows:
The strength and glory of a town do
not depend on its wealth, its walls, its
great mansions, its powerful armaments; but on the number of its
learned, serious, kind, and well-educated citizens.
The better a man is, the more clearly he sees how little he is good for, and
the greater mockery it is to him to
hold the notion that he has deserved
reward .....
We are in the dawn of a new era;
we are beginning to think something
of the natural world which was ruined
in Adam's fall. We are learning to see
all around us the greatness of the Creator ....

Life on a Small Farm
CORN IN EGYPT. By Warwick
Deeping. Alfred A. Knopf, New
York. 1942. 290 pages. $2.50.
HE

librarian of one of our large

cities was recently asked, "What
T
are the people reading since the outbreak of the war?" He replied that
Hitler's Mein Kampf, which for some
time had headed readers' lists, was
fast dropping down and, instead,
books dealing with the practical war
and post-war problems were fast
growing in popularity. "At the top
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of the list," he said, "is M. G. Kains'
Five Acres" (reviewed last month in
THE CRESSET) . This practical guide
to the selection and management of
the small farm, first published quietly seven years ago, is growing in
popularity from day to day. "Many
people," the librarian added, "seem
to be anxious to solve the problem
of economic security and financial
independence, not by some sort of
get-rich-quick scheme but by means
of a small farm." Our reason for
mentioning all this is because Warwick Deeping's Corn in Egypt is, in
a way, a practical application of
Kains' Five Acres on English soil.
Here we have the story of Grant
Carey, a young accountant who decides, after receiving a legacy of
5,000 pounds, to give up his work in
the city and to buy a farm for the
purpose of becoming as financially
independent and self-sustaining as
possible. He purchases Blackthorn
Farm, not far from Brandon, Surrey,
where his friend Mr. Ballinger is the
proprietor of the "Crown." He learns
that the former owner of Blackthorn
Farm, Mr. Christopher Lawless, an
ex-schoolmaster, had hanged himself
in the barn when he found himself
face to face with bankruptcy. On
looking through the old house on
Blackthorn Farm he finds, written in
pencil on the wall behind the parlor
door, "Phillida Jane Lawless, her
birthday, born 5 August-1903. Her
height 5 August-1913-four feet seven inches." He ponders his problem
-over a pipe.
What if our so-called civilization
were to travel backwards down the
scale? What if some world catastrophe
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were to leave Europe starving? Land
would be the thing. The peasant alone
would prosper..... Supposing that I
had to feed myself and others, to mill
my own flour, bake my own bread,
brew my own beer, feed my fire with
timber from the woods ..... Had Christopher Lawless dreamed of such things,
and been broken by the profit obsession? But why profit? Could I not eliminate profit, house and feed myself,
and perhaps dispose of sufficient produce to pay for my clothes and sundries?
RANT CAREY makes his decision,

moves into his new home, and
G
sets himself the task of making the
old house livable, repairing the stable
and other buildings and digging a
garden. In connection with an auto
accident in the neighborhood, he
gains possession of a little dog, a
russet-brown Cairn. Prince Charles
becomes his friend and companion.
He begins to expand his activities,
setting aside ground for poultry and
adding to the old orchard a section
planted with new stock which had
been suggested by Mr. Ballinger.
His first attempt at hiring a man
to help him on the place brought
Mr. Sydney Snipe, a hard, thinlipped, smug creature, very efficient,
but so superior and condescending
that he served as an emetic to others
and seldom stayed in any man's employ long. Grant at length had to
dismiss him, too, when he caught
him trying to strangle Prince Charlie, who had never warmed up to
him. The next hired hand, Will
Lavender, picked up as a tramp,
proved more satisfactory, both to
master and dog. In fact, he was a
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godsend as he had spent all his life
plant any more fruit trees. Then we
on a farm until the sudden death of were informed, graciously so, that we
might plant them if we intercropped.
his wife and child broke him up so
Maize went off the market, or nearly
that he could not stomach staying
so,
for the official mind had not forein his home any longer and so be. cast the problem of its import. Whitecame a lonely wanderer. With Will's
hall appeared to have concentrated on
efficient counsel and guidance, Blackwheat. But we were not to feed wheat
thorn Farm began to develop rapidto our hens. As we had grown our
ly though not without back-breaking wheat we ignored the order. We were
labor and many hard knocks. They warned that the pig and poultry popuhad their own eggs, milk, butter, lation would have to be reduced by
two-thirds. Feeding costs and wages and
eating cockerels, rabbits, apples, potatoes, green vegetables, wood, and overhead expenses might rise, but our
prices were to be controlled. We were
feed for the cow. Soon they put in
ordered
to plough up more grass. We
their own hotbeds, an engine for
were not allowed to sell our pigs to the
separator, saw, water system, crushlocal butcher, even though he was wailing and grinding mill, and a threshing for them. We must not sell butter
ing machine.
.
-beyond the ration!
The friendship of Lady Furmval
In the meantime the farm had
gave Grant standing in ~he commubecome self-sustaining, except for
nity, especially over agamst Harold
clothing, oil, petrol, tobacco, tea and
Sleer and the sophisticated set who
coffee, chemicals for spraying, paint,
established their modern homes in
machine parts, china, and kitchenthe vicinity. He also meets Phillida
ware. Phillida had taken over the
Lawless and promptly falls in love
sale of produce and instituted the
with her although she remains rather
profit idea. The bombing of London
aloof; but her interest in Blackthorn
added some evacuees to their home,
:F arm, where she had spent her childbut these left soon because they did
hood, is still as keen as ever. At
not like the country. Bill and Mary,
length she joins Grant and Will as
orphans from the nearby Home,
a female partner, in charge of the
proved a real asset to the Blackthorn
kitchen and dairy. The death of
circle. The hardest blow came when
Prince Charlie is one cloud in the
Phillida, struck by a shrapnel splinhorizon of Grant's life, the loss of
ter, was made an invalid for life.
most of his right hand by getting it
Blackthorn house is prepared for her
too close to his circular saw is a more
homecoming from the hospital.
serious one; but it leads to his mar"What of the future? What of her
riage with Phillida. The first winter
poor, broken body, and my love? Am I
of the war brought extremely cold
afraid?" Grant asks himself. He was not
weather and all sorts of contradic- afraid. An indescribable calmness detory and nonsensical instructions scended upon him. It was as though
from officialdom.
he felt God in the heavens. "Be not
We had to register and to fill up
afraid, my son, love casteth out fear
and evil."
forms. We were told that we must not
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A SURVEY OF BOOKS
SEVEN TEMPEST
By Vaughan Wilkins. The Macmillan Company, New York. 1942.
458 pages. $2.75.
HE

able author of And So-Victo-

ria has fused sordid realism, hisT
tory, crass unreality, and well-made
fiction into a tale which is weird,
fascinating, and brilliantly told. In
appraising a novel of this nature it
is important to distinguish clearly
between the terms "unreality" and
"fiction." The two words are by no
means synonymous. Fiction is not
necessarily unreal.
The crass unreality in Seven T empest smites the reader in the face as
the novel begins to hit its lusty
stride. Perhaps "improbability" is a
better word to use than "unreality."
Although the strange experiment
with which the novel is concerned is
made to bear all the earmarks of
verisimilitude, it is highly improbable that such a state of affairs could
ever exist in real life.
Princess Anne Louise of Saxe-Co.
burg makes up her mind to avoid a
marriage which her scheming uncle,

~eopold of Belgium, tries to force
upon her. On her flight from the
grasping tentacles of the inordinately ambitious king she falls in with
an individual bearing the curious
name of Seven Tempest. The scenes
of the story are laid in England,
'-\-'ales, Germany, Denmark, and on
the Atlantic. Glaring and deftly delineated contrasts in atmosphere and
in character-squalor and wealth,
nobility and clutching greed-add
much to the brilliant sweep of the
novel.

LONELY PARADE
By Fannie Hurst. Harper & Brothers, New York. 1942. 343 pages.
$2.50.
ANNIE

HURST is an avowed indi-

She has said of herself:
FI'mvidualist.
like to be alone,
a lone wolf.
I

and I am alone, and all that I do is my
own ..... What is me is me-l can't
change ..... What has meaning to me
in the fiction of the past are the people
-with their blood running fast after
many centuries because some one wrote
them ... . . I, too, have written people.
In Lonely Parade Miss Hurst has
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"written people." In one way or another the lives of the strangely assorted trio of career women who
made up the household at 21 East
reflect and epitomize the swiftly
changing world of the first thirty
years of this century.
21 East was a famous address: it
was the gathering-place of New
York's smart set, a clearing house
for the news and the gossip of the
day. It was the home of Sierra Baldwin, lovely, serene, and enigmatic,
remote as the mountains whose name
she bore; of ambitious, grasping, violet-gloved Kitty Mullane, "shanty
Irish from the wrong side of the
tracks"; and of Charlotte Ames, fat,
frank, and sardonic, deliberately and
spectacularly unconventional. The
mountainous Charlotte, familiarly
known as "the Charlottenburg," is
the dominating figure in Lonely Parade. Over and over again she states
the premise on which Miss Hurst's
novel is built: that even the most
brilliant and successful career for
women is a poor and empty substitute for marriage, motherhood, and
home-making. This reviewer feels
that Lonely Parade fails to make out
a good case either for marriage or
for a career. Miss Hurst deals too
much with extremes.

FRENCHMAN'S CREEK
By Daphne du Maurier, Doubleday, Doran & Company, New
York. 1942. 315 pages. $2.50.

renchman's Creek is a pot-boiler
to measure for Hollythe fourteen-year-old
mind. Its romantic setting and its

written
F
wood and

hackneyed plot are favorites of Hollywood, and its principal characters
are typical enough to suggest Errol
Flynn and Vivian Leigh. The story
is the old, old one of the bored
y0ung wife, the stupid and unappreciative husband, and the enchanting
other man. The wife in this yarn is
the beautiful Dona St. Columb who,
bored with the social life in London, flees to her husband's estate on
the Cornish coast and has quite a
vacation with a Frenchman, a bold,
dashing, but ever so tender pirate.
The book belongs to the "You would
grow to hate me, but no one can
take away our memories" school;
and so, in the end, a refreshed Dona
returned to husband, children, and
respectability; and the pirate to a
life of retirement and art in faraway France. Hollywood is going to
have to do some cleaning-up, though,
for even its code of morals requires
that an adulteress and murderess
pay for her sins.
After Miss du Maurier's adult and
exciting Rebecca, Frenchman's Creek
is a disappointment in every way.
The characters are always costumed
figures, the situations absurd and unconvincing, and the suspense unsustained. The last half of the book is
a series of anti-climaxes, and one
feels that the author would have
done well to stop after the first of
these. Perhaps the saddest thing of
all is that so much polished writing
has gone into Frenchman's Creek.
There are some scenes of haunting
loveliness, and certain episodes are
described thrillingly enough to cause
shivers of excitement. It seems a pity
that Miss du Maurier wasted her
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time and talents on such a mediocre
book.
PATIERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH.

VITAMINS AND MINERALS
FOR EVERYONE
By Alida Frances Pattee. G. P.
Putnam's Sons, New York. 1942.
242 pages. $2.00.
PATIEE is also author of
Pattee's Dietetics. Her technical
M
adviser for this volume was Dr. Hazel
ISS

E. Munsell. She devotes Part I of
her book to vitamins, Part II to minerals, Part III to nutrients. If you
are interested in a balanced diet
(and who is not?), this book will
give you the answers to many practical questions. There are tables giving the vitamin and mineral content
of various foods, illustrations showing the results of unbalanced diet
and vitamin and mineral deficiency.
There are also tables on nutritive
values in foods, which will be helpful to every housewife and dietitian,
as also the weight-height-age tables
for the various age groups, male and
female.

THE SONG OF AINO
By Olav K. Lundeberg. Illustrations by Regina Swedenborg. Augsburg Publishing House, Minneapolis. 1942. 158 pages. $1.00.
R. OLAv K. LUNDEBERG is associ-

ate professor of romance lanD
guages at Duke University. In the

Song of Aino he gives us a stirring
tale of Finland in America, which
we most heartily recommend to our
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readers. Dr. Lundeberg's style is
classical, and the charm of his storytelling genius places him in the first
ranks of our American writers. In
fact, we would place him head and
shoulders above many of the writers
of our day whose books are best sellers. In his previous book, The Enchanted Valley, the author gave
promise of greatness; but in this volume he definitely shows the hand
and art of the master. We hope that
he will continue to enrich our American literature with books of such
lasting worth.

NORTHBRIDGE RECTORY
By Angela Thirkell. Alfred A.
Knopf, New York. 1942. 316 pages.
$2.50.

orthbridge Rectory is a fitting
companion piece for Cheerfulness Breaks In, The Brandons, and
other works from the pen of one of
England's most popular writers. Angela Thirkell has a flair for irony
and satire and a genuine gift for
characterization. Shrewdly, surely,
and with devastating wit she strips
men and women of all sham and
pretense; subtly, sensitively, and
sympathetically she uncovers the nobility and the strength often hidden
beneath the most commonplace exterior. Mrs. Thirkell pokes fun at
her fellow-countrymen with a gentle
finger. She recounts the wartime activities of the Northbridge villagers
in a most amusing manner; yet the
high courage and the unswerving
loyalty of a people who have been
tried in a fiery furnace glow with a
steady light throughout the book.
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MAGAZINES
Each month THE CRESSET presents a check list
of important articles in leading magazines which
will be of interest to our readers

The Atlantic Monthly
\\'HY THE LUFTWAFFE
FAILED
by Major Alexander P. De Seversky

The Major was a close friend
of the late Billy Mitchell. How
often the Major laments that
Mitchell is not among us to witness the rise of air power is not
known. This article is an elaboration of Seversky's thesis that mastery of the air must come first
before land can be taken. Seversky shows how the Luftwaffe was
really inferior to the RAF. The
Stukas were incompletely armed,
the Germans chose non-vital targets, the combat power of the
Luftwaffe was insufficient to handle the very mobile British air
force. The student of aerial warfare-and who isn't one today?will find that a careful study of
the article is most rewarding.

WHAT MAKES A GERMAN?
by Raoul De Roussy De Sales

Offhand we don't know whether this article is a lot of folderol
or intellectual frou-f1'0U deliberately concocted for these hysterical times. Anyway, De Sales gives
the Germans quite a lambasting.
Through Hitler, the Germanic
tendency to identify brutality with
strength, cruelty with manliness,
hardness with determination, has
been brought to perfection.

Even a beginner in semantics
could find some considerable
flaws in that sentence. De Sales
tells us,
It is not with individual Germans
that the world has to deal but with
this solid, organic, barely human
Thing called the German Volk.

Then he also tells us why we
are fighting. "The purpose of this
war is to quell a Germanic revolt
against two thousand years of
civilization." We can only say
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that if the makers of the new
peace will have to depend on De
Sales and others like him, the
world will again be in sorry state.
God pity the world if such vindictiveness as demonstrated in
this article (and thousands like
it) can be carried out at the next
peace conference. We recommend
a reading of this article.

FREE WORLD
The February issue of Free
World contains a number of valuable articles, such as "For a Just
Peace in the Pacific," by Ambassador Hu Shih; "Our Part in a
New World," by Walter Millis;
"Are Freedom and Independence
the Same?'' by Rustum Vambery;
and "Round Table No. 4: The
Anti-Axis Revolt in Europe,"
with introduction by H. V. Kaltenborn. None of these articles
lend themselves to condensation.
There is one, however, which
concerns itself with a question of
immediate interest to every American, namely "Japanese Spearheads in the Americas," by Ciro
Alegria and Alfredo Saco. A serious situation exists in Peru and
Brazil, where all three Axis partners operate. Japan began sending immigrants to Peru in 1897.
They became merchants in Lima.
The real fifth columnists did not
begin to immigrate until after
1920. Today the total of these is
no less than 30,000, though great
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pains are taken to hide the real
figures, either to forestall a popular reaction or to disguise their
political purposes. Many of the
immigrants have a higher education or technical training. These
Japanese nationals are in organized societies scattered throughout the land. In their clubrooms
the emperor's picture is always
in evidence. They advise newcomers regarding work and grant
them loans under favorable terms.
The Japanese now have a practical monopoly of cafeterias, restaurants, grocery stores, beauty
and barber shops, candy stores,
bakeries, flower and toy shops.
In Lima forty-two of fifty-three
machine shops are Japanese-controlled. They are prominent in
vegetable gardening and cotton
raising. The Peruvian middle
class, lacking governmental support, is gradually being pushed
out of those businesses that usually support this class. The Japanese carry on a constant propaganda in favor of their race and
against their enemies. They have
special schools for the education
of Japanese children born in
Peru, where the children are
taught Japanese, are weaned from
all Peruvian influence and taught
allegiance to Japan, and, when
Japanese boys reach military age,
they are sent to Japan for military service, returning later to
their homes in Peru.
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Harper's
GERM-KILLERS FROM
THE EARTH
The Story of Gramicidin
By John Pfeiffer

Gramicidin, extracted from the
soil by chemical methods, is a
new drug which has demonstrated its effectiveness against many
serious infections. The story of
its discovery and development
makes interesting reading. It is
stated that as little as a seven billionth of an ounce is sufficient to
kill one billion pneumococci or
virulent streptococci in two
hours. It is heartening to realize
that the search for powers to preserve and protect human life is
still going on, however ironical it
may temporarily seem.

HOW TO PAY FOR THE WAR
By Peter F. Drucker

What are the tasks of a financial policy in total war? This is
the question which this article
considers. The author shows that
the chief consideration of war finance is not how much money
can be collected but rather what
it will do. It must be designed to
cut consumption and not to balance the budget. The wide im-

plications of this purpose are
carefully traced, particularly as
they affect the lower-income
groups. The author also emphasizes the necessity of preventing
an unequal distribution of the
war debt among the various
classes. These are but brief
snatches from a most thoughtful
discussion of war finance.

THE DUNNE BOYS OF
MINNEAPOLIS
By Dale Kramer
The stormy career of the three
Dunne brothers, Vincent, Miles,
and Grant-makes a thrilling
story. It sheds light not only upon the labor difficulties in Minneapolis in which the Dunne
boys were involved, but also upon the sordid methods which
both labor and management use
to win at any cost. The recent
conviction of the two Dunne boys
still living will not, it is safe to
predict, end their labor activities.
Unfortunately, both the Dunne
brothers and those against whom
they were fighting seem blind to
the opportunities which the relation between capital and labor
offers for the application of Christianity. It is a real tragedy that
the forces of liberalism are so
often aligned with the forces of
irreligion.
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evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces.

Once again Hollywood has been
drawn into the political limelight. To pay, or not to pay,
Walt Disney? That was the question! And what about Melvyn
Douglas and Mayris Chaney? No!
Yes! No! Yes! Ad nauseam! They
are! They aren't! Or are they?
Likewise ad nauseam! Deferment
or IA classification? And so onfar, far into the night despite the
fact that the nation is at war and
the Congress of the United States
i3 confronted with a staggering
program of immediate and vital
issues. Hollywood has ever been
a convenient and powerful springboard to the front pages.
It has happened before. In an
absorbing chapter entitled "Politics Over Hollywood" (Hollywood.
Harcourt Brace and Company.
1941) , Leo C. Rosten examines
and discusses the awakening of
the movie colony to political consciousness and responsibility. Prior to 1934 Hollywood was
politically indifferent, innocent, and

ignorant. As Dorothy Parker once
remarked, the only "ism" in which
Hollywood believed was plagiarism.

The bitterly fought MerriamSinclair campaign for the governorship of California drew the
movie-producers-and, eventually
and somewhat reluctantly, the
actors-into the troubled waters
of politics. The Stop-Smash-Smear
Sinclair campaign against Upton
Sinclair's fantastic Epic crusade
succeeded; but the ruthless tactics of the producers, which included an arbitrary tax on studio
personnel, "shocked the movie
colony into a sudden awareness
of movie politics and of political
pressure." In May, 1938, when
Governor Merriam ran for reelection, a hard-working organization, which took the name Motion Picture Democratic Committee, was formed. The members of
this group campaigned with might
and main for Culbert L. Olson.
For the first time in forty years
California elected a Democratic

-
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governor, and the producers sadly concluded, "We started something in 1934."
During the intervening years
the Screen Actors' Guild and the
Screen Writers' Guild had grown
powerful; and other political, or
pseudo-political, org-anizations had
sprung into being. In 1936 a
campaign against fascism, Naziism, communism, "and all other
dangerous isms" was inaugurated.
Three years later the American
Legion created a Motion Picture
Division of its own Americanism
Committee, with Walter Wanger
as its chairman.
The cry, "Communists and
communism," began to be heard
when, soon after the outbreak of
the Spanish Civil War, the Motion Picture Artists' Committee
urged the boycott of all Japanese
goods, an immediate embargo on
arms shipments for Nippon, and
substantial and material aid for
the beleaguered Spanish Loyalists
and for the hard-pressed Chinese.
It was the Hollywood Anti-Nazi
League, however, which finally
brought the Communist issue "to
a clear and fateful head." There
were many honest, upright, and
staunchly loyal citizens in the
ranks of the Anti-Nazi League,
and their aims were unselfish and
lofty. Unfortunately, there was
also "a small, aggressive, wellknit faction, skilled in power politics and character assassination,"

which used the good name and
the idealistic strivings of this
league and of the Motion Picture
Democratic Committee to further
the cause of communism. When
the activities of the Communist
agitators became known, the honorable men and women who had
been duped immediately withdrew, and, before long, both organizations were dissolved. In
1939 Martin Dies launched his
violent, and now thoroughly discredited, attack on the movie
world. Mr. Dies made grave
charges, threatened sensational
exposes, indulged in a mighty
beating of the drums of patriot·
ism, and declared that he had in
his possession a mass of incriminating evidence. An aroused Hollywood demanded that Mr. Dies
"put up or shut up." The records
show that eventually he was
forced to do the latter.
Dr. Rosten does not contend
that there are no Communists in
Hollywood. There undoubtedly
are-just as there are Communists
in your town and mine. He does
believe, though, that
the Roll ywood Communist scare betrayed naivete, a talent for headlines, and an abysmal incomprehension of movie personalities on the
part of those who pinned red labels
on the movie colony.

Hollywood is intensely interested in national and international affairs. The Roosevelt-Landon
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and the Roosevelt-Willkie campaigns enlisted the services of a
formidable battery of picture people. The New Deal, public relief,
public works, the rise of unions,
and the issue of collective bargaining-in fact, all the problems
which have troubled the American people, are vital issues in
Hollywood just as they are in
New York or, for all that, in Pod unk Center. In the realm of international politics Hollywood is
more sensitive and more responsive than are most communities;
for
European politics cannot be ignored
by an industry which, before the
war, derived from thirty-five to forty per cent of its resources from
abroad. Every time a nation was
c-ushed under the juggernaut of
Berlin or Rome, Hollywood felt the
blow in its pocketbook. No other
American product was strangled so
quickly and automatically by the
conquering regimes .... Hollywood's
product was outlawed in Germany,
Italy, Soviet Russia, and in the nations which fell under the heel of
conquest ..... There is another reason for the movie colonies' political
sensitivity. Hollywood is cosmopolitan ..... To Hollywood 's British,
French, German, or Hungarian colonies the cold news of political
events means mothers, fathers, sisters, friends ..... The fact that the
movies are an international commodity drove politics home to Hollywood with a hard, unyielding compact. The paroxysm of power poli-
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tics flung the impending chaos of
the world into Hollywood's lap.

Of the pictures reviewed for
this issue of THE CRESSET RKO
Radio's Suspicion, directed by Alfred Hitchcock, is far and away
the best. Joan Fontaine's fine
performance in this film won for
her Hollywood's "Oscar" and the
coveted Best Performance Award
of the New York motion picture
critics. Cary Grant, Nigel Bruce,
Sir Cedric Hardwicke, and Dame
May Whitty are the other principals in an excellent cast.
Two comedies dealing with domestic problems are amusing trifles: Claudette Colbert, Ray Milland, and Brian Aherne make
merry in the Paramount production, Skylark, directed by Mark
Sandrich; Barbara Stanwyck and
Henry Fonda romp through You
Belong to Me (Columbia, directed by Wesley Ruggles) with gay
abandon.
The newest of the Abbott and
Costello offerings, Ride 'Em,
Cowboy, produced by Universal
and directed by Arthur Lubin, is
uproariously funny. The great
open spaces of the vVest provide a
fresh background for the AbbottCostello sure-fire gag routines.
There are two adventure pictures on my list: vValter Wanger's Sundown, directed by Henf)" Hathaway; and The Corsican
Brothers, an Edward Small production, directed by Gregory Ra-
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toff. Gene Tierney, Bruce Cabot,
and George Sanders head the cast
of Sundown_, which enacts the
stilted and somewhat pedestrian
screen version of Barre Lyndon's
exciting novel. In The Corsican
Brothers_, Douglas Fairbanks, Jr.,
Akim Tamiroff, and Ruth Warwick re-create with moderate success the characters created by Alexandre Dumas.
Birth of the Blues (Paramount,
directed by Victor Schertzinger)
may seem a bit noisy to the un-

initiated; but it will bring pleasure to Bing Crosby fans.
The Thin Man series is beginning to wear thin. Myrna Loy
and William Powell inject life
and sparkle into Shadow of the
Thin Man, an M-G-M release,
directed by W. S. Van Dyke II.
20th Century-Fox's Swamp Water, directed by Jean Renoir, is
dull and uninteresting; and Olson and Johnson's Hellzapoppin
(Universal) is a senseless hodgepodge of slapstick.
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them. I always get them back and
am planning to file them for future
reference.
DoRIS GRANNEMAN
Corvallis, Oregon

to the

Analysis

EDITOR
Technical Terms
Sir:
When I received my February issue of THE CRESSET, the title "From
Adam to Hitler?" immediately
caught my eye. This article is undoubtedly praiseworthy but imagine
my disappointment when, as I read
it, I stumbled across such phrases as
"extra ecclesiam nulla salus," "Gemeinleben, eine unlosbare Einheit,"
"potestas gladii," and other similar
phrases. Since I have only a high
school education and do not have
the reference material to enable me
to determine the meaning of these
phrases, I soon lost interest in the
article. Would it not be possible to
have a glossary of such forms and
phrases printed either before or after
the article in question to help those
of us who want to learn and appreciate these more or less technical
articles?
Our entire neighborhood enjoys
my copies of THE CRESSET. When I
finish with them, I place my name
and address in them and then lend
these copies to anyone interested in

Sir:
Feeling the urge to express a few
of my views, I take my typewriter
in hand and proceed to peck out a
few lines to you.
Although it is nearly time for the
March issue to greet me, I am just
now winding up my reading of the
February number. Does that mean
that THE CRESSET has lost its place
in my affections? Positively not. It
is merely that the urgency of mundane duties has not allowed sufficient opportunity for the pleasure
usually indulged in. I agree with
Mr. Gallmeyer when he says, "I
could spare many magazines before
doing without THE CRESSET," but
would add, "I would deny myself
other pleasures in order to have
THE CRESSET."
The scenic views of Denver and
vicinity are excellent photography
and create in me the desire to attend the Walther League Convention or, if that be impossible, at
least to visit the state of Colorado.
I like the way Walter Hansen has
used the question and answer method of educating us lately, but I cannot always agree with the reviewer
. of motion pictures. Perhaps it is because my standards of judging movie
art are not the same as his. I have
never I}lade a study of plot construction, but love good shots of out-
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door scenery. I do not know what
good movie photography consists of,
but prefer to see a show that is free
of questionable scenes from a moral
standpoint. I am one of those who
patronize the neighborhood theater
and when I went to see "Smilin'
Through," also saw "You'll Never
Get Rich." I could not help contrasting the weddings depicted in
the two pictures and felt that the
dancing military wedding shown in
"You'll Never Get Rich" was debasing the sacredness of the wedding
ceremony. From an artistic standpoint, it may have been perfectly
correct and beautiful, but I wonder
what effect that might have upon
the minds of impressionable fifteenyear-old girls and boys. If movies
are to be reviewed in THE CRESSET,
are they not for the benefit of the
parents of growing boys and girls,
or perhaps the high school students
themselves?
Certainly had "a kick" out of the
"Oopsy" survey of The Cokesbury
Shower Book, but it irks me that I
do not know enough Latin to understand the phrases used by the
erudite author of "From Adam to
Hitler?" I wonder how many would
back me up in my request to have
translations of such foreign language
phrases inserted by the editor if not
taken care of by the author. It makes
me feel ignorant and uneducated
not to be able to understand the full
meaning of what · the author is trying to tell me. Should I admit that
I really had one year of Latin many,
many years ago? Considering also
that comparatively few people now
are familiar with the German Ian-

guage, I think they would also appreciate translation of the German
titles and phrases used.
Dr. Schwiebert's article is a timely one and I really enjoyed it except for the reason mentioned above.
One more point before I close
this "critical survey" of the February CRESSET. The head of the periodical department of the Seattle
Public Library has remarked to me
since THE CRESSET was introduced
there, that this periodical contains
the best book reviews she has seen.
MRS. 1. c. STOCKS.
Seattle, Wash.

Movies Again
Sir:
It is with a genial, not carpingly ·
critical, note that this letter intrudes upon the guarded privacy of
your editorial anonymities to comment on the section now running
in your pages under the heading,
''The Movies."
In its present rubric form it resembles too much the general movie
register. It gave a good sample of
how it might more effectively handle the assignment in its opening
summer essay, after the reshuflle.
This initial bow of the new commentator needed no apology. It introduced a columnist form of review which if continued would give
the department class and literary
rating. It would afford opportunity
for general comments on cinema art
and criticism, picking out for special mention praiseworthy features
(as it did in the case of "Blossoms

I
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April 1942
in the Dust"), antiCipating major
mbjects under production, evaluating in retrospect annual ftlm polls,
giving what is good its due and
damning with faint praise or silence
what so deserves.
THE CRESSET will do well to review its summer review and consider the column form of review, there
experimented with, good for monthly adoption, abandoning the present catalogue style of individual
marquees, which miss only the flash
of neon to give the titles raised
publicity.
HENRY RISCHF..
Dunsmuir, California

In Support of the Astrolabe
Sir:
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in public institutions of learning?
The singing of Christmas carols in
public schools is certainly not a violation of a Biblical principle. There
is not one Bible passage which forbids such activity.
Matt. 22, 21, to which one of your
critics refers, merely says that we owe
one thing to God, and that we owe
something else to the state. The passage does not say that the state cannot in any circumstance open its institutions to the influence of the
Christian Church.
Finally, singing Christmas carols
in public school is not a violation of
the legal principle of separation of
Church and State. The highest law
of the land has only this to say:
"Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment of religion."
It leaves the matter of religious activity entirely to the discretion of
the various states.
And what have the states done?
Not one has forbidden the singing
of religious hymns in school. We
may not like it that this or that is
being done in the state, but the
country cannot be run by our likes
or dislikes. It must be run by statute.

In March you printed two letters
which expressed disagreement with
your position on singing Christmas
carols in public schools. The fact remains, writes one of the critics, that
refusal to participate in .such activity subjects pupils and parents to a
certain amount of abuse.
What should compel Christian
THEODORE SCHLIEPSIEK.
fathers and mothers to refuse to let
their children sing Christmas carols · Tullahoma, Tenn.

major article this month
from the pen of Fred E.
D'Amour, a Colorado scientist.
It will transport our readers into
a field which is somewhat foreign
to the pages of THE CRESSET. Mr.
D'Amour presents the story of the
high altitude laboratory in a nontechnical manner.
UR
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The learned editors of "The Astrolabe" continue
their discussion
of religious programs in public
schools. We believe that their
position is worthy
of careful consideration. As they
indicate, it rests
on sound Christianity and good
Americanism.

~

Our correspondents are again
interested in the motion picture
reviews published in THE CREsSET each month. Apparently the
entire problem still is somewhat
unsettled. We are thoroughly
grateful to our readers for any
and all comments. ·
No member of
the Board of Editors considers
the Motion Picture Column in
its present form
as final. Constant
discussion and
criticism will, we
are certain, make
the column increasingly serviceable to our readPROBLEMS
ers.

The
Editor's
Lamp

CONTRIBUTORS
FINAL

This month our
guest reviewers are Patterson McLean Friedrich, of Valparaiso, Indiana (Frenchman's Creek) and
Palmer Czamanske, Assistant Professor of English at Capital University, Columbus, Ohio (Botany
Bay). Our poet is Jaroslav Vajda.

NOTES

'"'
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Our ubiquitous
business department asks us to
call attention to
the order form on page 68 of
this issue. This is perhaps the
most convenient way of ordering
books which are reviewed in THE
CRESSET, especially in localities
which have no book store facilities.
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the c.Armed gorces

The JValther L eague, und er whose ausjJices THE CRESSET is jmblislt ed , ha s
placed this journal together with it oth er official jmblicatio11 .s, in many anny
mmps a11d naval .~lations. The following expressions are cullrrl from the
dozens of letter. received fro/11 c/l(ljJlains in resjJOIW' to th e. ervice :
"1 want to thank you ever o nnt h for placing m name on your
mailing list. I know they arc going to be of great assistan c to me in
the work with the men of my rcgiment."- CHAPLAIN \1\TJLLIA!\r E.
SwooPE, U. S. , rm y.

"At present I have established a library and central maga1inc distributing room in the hospital area for patients. I am happy to be
able to place THE CRESSF.T among the ·c." -CHAP LAI KARL A. TusEsi (;,
U.S. Army.
"I want to thank you sincerely. I have, sin e the fir t issue, been a
subscrib 'r to THE CRESSET. \Vc have a fine big Service C nter, and it
ha been very well patroni; ·d."-MARCt's C. RIEKE, Servic Pa tor.
"I wi. h to expr ,s my appreciation for your mo t gencrou and
courteou off r. I ha e enjoyed ·evcral articles in THE CRESSET and
will welcome ha.ving these publications at my fing r tips. " - ·FREDERICK
A. MITH, Service Pa tor.

"I want you to know that I am grateful. ... I am speaking al o for
our boys here at camp, who highly appreciate receiving their favorite
maga1ine . I have tried to place these periodicals so that they might
be read by the greatest number of olcli r ."- CHAPLAIN L. J. MEHL,
U.
rmy.

"May I convey to you and your splendid organization my sincere
appreciation for thi thoughtful and noble gcstur . Being already acquainted with th
publi ation , out tanding in the field of religious
literature, I feel honored to b rem mbcrecl by the e subscription ."CHAPLAIN JosEPH 0. EN RUD.
"This favorable action of the \Valthcr League is one of the most
important things that has been don to strengthen the hands of the
chaplains in their w rk." - CHAPLAJ ' 0. D. F. HERRMANN, U. S. Navy.

